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	1. The new home

**Author note: Alright so this is my first story here on Fanfiction but please don't go easy on me just because I am new at this stuff, all ****criticism is appreciated. English is not my native language. I have tried to gather as much information on the Prehistoric Human Empire as I can from Halo wiki so if any of you find something that doesn't fit in please tell me and I will look into it (Since I haven't read any of the novels of the Forerunner saga I look past them, sorry). Now I hope you all enjoy the ride. ;) **

**The new home**

Around the year of 109.300 B.C.E

Yprin Yprikushma walked through one of the great halls in the government palace on the planet of Charum Hakkor, heading to one of the many meeting rooms to meet with three admirals, the female Admiral Torres Talma and her two male colleagues Admiral Kullar Valdema and Admiral Legimol Tasmor.

She walked into the meeting hall through the automated door, which silently closed behind her. She was the first to arrive. She looked around and took in the surroundings of the meeting hall. The room was circular and made entirely out of metal, in the center of the room was a large dent in the floor, revealing it as a large hologram projector, right now it was offline. To the left were a lot of computer terminals showing all kind of date on their holographic screens. A great section of the wall to the right was replaced by a glass like material, giving a great view over the capital city on the planet. Yprin Yprikushma walked over to the window and looked out over the city with the setting sun in the horizon, deep in her own thoughts.

"It truly is a beautiful view isn't it, Empress Yprikushma?" A deep male voice came from the entrance. Yprin Yprikushma turned slowly on the spot and was greeted by the three admirals as they entered the meeting room, all of them wearing their extremely maneuverable yet strong and thick dark military armor.

"You are completely right Admiral Valdama, especially at this hour of the day." Yprin said, with a bit of sorrow in her voice, as she turned to look out of the window one last time.

"But it's not the time to be looking at setting suns. We are gathered here today to put our plans into action. Is the fleets ready to depart, admirals?" she asked the three high ranking officers as she turned around yet again and shifted her gaze between them.

"Yes, your highness. All ships are in position and await our orders." Said the female admiral, her voice somehow singing but still had the brutality of a person constantly giving sharp orders and had seen way to many battles.

"And we have the coordinates for the meeting point and to our targets location." The last of the admirals finished.

"Very good, the plan is running smoothly so far. Then there is only one thing left to do before the meeting is over. Admiral Torres Talma please step forward." Yprin said while making a gesture for the female admiral to stand in front of her.

Torres complied a bit surprised."_ This was not a part of the meeting."_ She thought to herself. She looked back at her colleagues; they looked just as surprised as her.

Yprin put her hands on Torres' shoulders and said "Congratulation you have just been promoted to Lord of admirals"

The three admirals could do nothing but stare at the Empress in utterly surprise.

"B-but Your highness there can only be one Lord of Admirals at the same time!" Admiral Tasmor protested looking from the empress to the newly promoted Lord of admirals and back again, trying to understand what was going on.

"I am aware of the law, thank you. And she will only officially be promoted when you three leave with your fleets."

"I Know we are losing the war against the Forerunners, but isn't this a little extreme? They haven't even made it to the nearby systems yet" Admiral Tasmor kept protesting.

"I know, but it is just a matter of time of before they do and I have to make sure you three don't fight for command over the fleets when you leave. Remember you are our race last hope for survival." Yprin replied with a gentle and understanding tone as Torres stepped back between the two Admirals.

"I'm honored that you choose me as the new Lord of Admirals, your highness." Torres said as she bowed before her ruler.

"Just make sure that everyone makes it to safety to your new home." Yprin told her in a joyful mood as she dismissed them to do their jobs.

_Ω_

Lord of Admirals Torres Talma stood in front of the blast windows in the far end of her command bridge on her 7.5 kilometer long Armageddon-class Dreadnought*. All around the massive warship were dozens of other types of warships and civilian transport ships, ranking from small repair ships to the gigantic fleet carriers, which were 5 times bigger than the Armageddon-class Dreadnought. Torres dreadnought was making its way slowly to the front of the fleet through the tens of thousands of ships surrounding it. It was an impressive sight to say the least.

Torres and her part of the fleet had been the first to arrive at the meeting point; the other two had yet to show up with their respective parts of the fleet. She turned around and faced the crew member on the bridge. Everyone was working hard but she managed to the attention of one of the crew members working with the ships sensors.

"How long will it take before Admiral Tasmor and Valdema arrives?" Torres asked the officer with an emotionless voice. The sensor officer turned to his holographic screen and typing and moving around with different data a few times until he turned and face Torres again.

"Admiral Valdema should be here in 5 minutes and it has been reported that Admiral Tasmor has been delayed by a malfunction in the engines onboard one of his heavy transport ships, me lady." The officer answered calmly. Torres nodded her thanks and returned to command seat in the back of the bridge right behind the great hologram projector. She took her seat and waited for her ship to make it to the front of her fleet while she observed her crew and a few reports that required her attention.

It wasn't long after they had made it to the front when Admiral Valdemas fleet came out of slipspace and join her part. Valdemas flagship, another Armageddon-class Dreadnought, made its way up to the right side of Torres' and hailed her. The conversation was brief and was an exchange of status reports and the likes.

1 hour went by after the exchange of reports had ended before Admiral Tasmor showed up with the last part of the fleet.

"Sorry for the delay but the malfunction proved to be harder than the technicians thought it would be." Tasmor told them with a mix of embarrassment for being late on such an important mission and irritated at the technicians for doing their job faster and effective.

"What done is done, we can't alter the past. Let's just get on with the mission." Said Torres over the com-link as she ordered her crew to prepare for slipspace jump and pass the order to the rest of the fleet.

Within minutes the fleet and its 1.5 billion passengers were ready the jump of their lives. All wait in almost painful silence as they waited for the Lord of Admirals to give the green light. On Torres' command were all on their post, all looking at their Captain and Lord of Admirals as she was sitting in her chair, looking at a holographic display of the entire fleet with her ship forming the tip of the spearhead looking formation. She then turned her grace to the crew in front of her.

"Take us into slipspace, please." She almost whispered but in the silence it came out loud and clear. The crew compiled and soon thousands upon thousands of slipspace jumps could be seen as the entire fleet went into slipspace.

_Ω_

Even with all the newest technology of the Empire it still took them 6 months to get to their destination deep inside of the Perseus arm, far away from the wars, but now they had finally arrived. As one the thousands of ship exited slipspace at the same time. In front of them was a massive metal planet that was easily 2 times bigger than the gas giant Jupiter in their home system. The star system they found themselves in had a white star in the middle and 4 planets orbiting around it, one of them the giant metal planet.

Once again was Torres standing in front of the blast windows looking at the planet her ship orbited.

"_So this is the planet Empress Yprin was talking about. This planet should keep us safe from both the Flood and the Forerunner. The so called shield world."_ Torres thought to herself as more ship vent into orbit and the planets sensors registered the friendly fleets' presence and opened it massive gates so the fleet could get in behind its protective shell and land at the many docking stations. Her dreadnaught moved through the gate with many of the other ships. The shell was thick and docking stations was between the protecting layers and the artificial sky on the other side of the hollow shell. Great lifts for both personal and heavy material connected with the surface of the "inner planet" to the sky and the lowest parts of the docking stations.

Torres as the rest of the 1.5 billion passengers was eager to get off their ships and see their new home. Outside the ship on the docking stations were people in the thousands trying to get to the lifts all trying to call out over the shouting to their families and friends. There was literally chaos everywhere and Torres came to the conclusion that she had seen more order on a fucked up battlefield where friend and foe didn't know which way to charge. It took hours before she and her lieutenants got on a lift and descended to the surface. Though the windows of the lift they could see farmland, military facilities, industrial areas, harbors and massive cities in the distance. A small smile found its way on Torres' lips as she made her way out of the tower which contained the lift and into the street where dozens of transport vehicles and aircrafts were being loaded with people, food, medicine and other kinds of critical materials that were needed in the massive cities around the globe.

"_Good for that they took the time construct the cities and all the other facilities for us before we came here." _Torres Thought as she looked at the artificial sun, rising in the horizon behind the nearest city. _"This our new home, this world go under the name New Erde-Tyrene._**_"_

_Ω_

The year 100.000 B.C.E

It was a normal day like all the others for the last 1000 years, full of reports, speeches, meeting and list could go on for a few minutes, but Torres didn't really care anymore she adapted to the stress of being the new empress a long time ago. But unlike all the other days this one would be more special than she would ever imagine. It happened in the middle of a meeting where the politicians were discussing the idea of a new tax reform then the alarms suddenly went off. There was panic and confusion everywhere in the meeting room but Torres didn't have time to try to calm down the boring politicians and just made her way to the exit with fast and long steps.

Her two guards quickly took position a bit behind her on either side of her as she walk through the halls towards the command center. The palace halls were soon filled with soldiers in full body armor and energy based weaponry in their hands, all trying to get to their posts as fast as possible. They all made way for the empress and her two guards and gave them a quick salute as they passed by. The trio came to a heavy blast door which opened automatically with a quiet hiss and letting them enter the command center.

"Lord of Admirals Kullar Valdema What is going on!?" yelled Torres over the many voices the personal in the room, with a commanding and annoyed voice. The new Lord of Admirals turned around to face his empress on the podium in the middle of the command center.

"The alarms responded to an unknown energy wave that passed through the star system and we have lost contact with all ships outside the shield. We're currently trying to reestablish contact with them but with no luck so far." Answered Valdema with calm and collected voice. "One of the technicians is trying to hack his way through the firewalls to the surveillance databanks onboard a transport ship right now. " He continued in the same tone. It didn't take long before the technician got into the ships system and displayed the ships surveillance camera from its bridge on the great holographic screen at the end of the room.

The bridge perfectly fine but the entire crew was missing. Valdema ordered the technician to turn the tape 5 minutes back before the energy wave was registered so they all could what had happened onboard the ship. As some of them already had concluded it was the energy wave that somehow had obliterated the crew without damaging the ship the slightest.

"This, this is outrages! How many died in this attack!?" Torres shouted to no one in particular as high as her lungs allowed her. She looked around the room with eyes full of rage as she waited for an answer. An officer slowly lifted his hand to get her attention but coward a little when she made eye contact with him.

"Uhm… I-if everyone outside this planets shield died we would have suffered around 50.4 million casualties b-because of the new colonies on the other planet a-and the military patrols in the system, me lady." The poor officer answered. An awkward and painful silence dominated the room as the amount of the dead sank into everyone.

"The Forerunners must be behind this attack nor we or the San 'Shyuum have the technology to great such a weapon." Torres said to herself as she stared into the empty air. She straightened herself to her full height and at each person in the room with a dead serious expression and when talk again it was with an ice cold and reassuring voice.

"Hear me now, all of you as my witness one day we will return and reclaim our lost planets and we will rise from the ashes of our enemies cities, stronger than ever!" she finished with a roar as the personal roared their agreement and raised their hands. They would destroy all that dared stand in their way of reclaiming.

2. **Author note: Alright I hoped you enjoyed the first chapter more will come. As the small * and ** they are just thing I will explain them down here.**

*** The Armageddon-class dreadnought is this ship ** . ** it's the main cannon that gives it its name. It is also armed with "normal" heavy and medium energy cannons (a lot like the plasma cannons the covenant uses just more powerful) it also carries 4 fighter squadrons (one squadron is 6 fighters) and 2 bomber squadrons (3 bomber in each squadron). A fully combat ready Armageddon-class dreadnought has a crew of 8000 to operate it and a ground invasion force of 1000 this include personal for tanks and other kinds of ground vehicles. More ships will be added to the list as we encounter them in the story.**

**** Erde-Tyrene, also known as Earth by the UNSC and Covenant, is the home world of the Prehistoric Human Empire. It's not the empires Capital or seat of power that would be the planet Charum Hakkor.**


	2. Soon ready for war

**Alright folks I know the following part of the story will ****not**** follow the real timeline, not that anything important really happens but it's just a heads up. It's also in this chapter I will introduce a few of our main characters.**

**Soon ready for war**

The year 2580 secret ONI SPARTAN training facility on planet Reach.

Adam Fox walked happily though the halls of the facility while he whistled a nice and happy melody. Right now he was making his way to the simulation training center. As the name said it was a place where young SPARTANS were tested in combat and other tasks in an ultra-realistic virtual world often controlled and overseen by scientist like Adam and one of the facilities many AIs.

He arrived to his destination and entered the empty small room. Most of the space were taken by computer equipment and monitors. At the far end of the room, facing the door; was a large one way window into another room at the same size as the other. This room only contained a single surgical table on it was a 15 year girl old with light brown hair; she looked like she was asleep. She was only dressed in her bra and underwear and a lot wires were attached to her head, chest, arms and legs.

"Hey Duke, how is our newest recruit doing?" Adam asked out into the empty room, in a little annoyed tone as studied one of the monitors. Not long after a small holographic red colored figure of a man in fishing equipment showed up on a small holo-pad on one of the desks he flickered for bit before stabilizing.

"She is doing great, sir. I have never seen such a young SPARTAN excel this quickly before. I had to increase the difficulty of the simulation a few times to make it challenging for her." Answered the AI with a few small static noises and flickered one more time. The scientist took notice of this and asked what was happening to the AI with a bit of worry.

"Ah its nothing really, it's just that I run a lot of tests and projects at the time as I control this simulation. It's just putting bit more pressure on me than I had anticipated" Duke explained with a small smile, touched by the human felling worried for his safety.

"Alright if you say so, can you give me a view of the simulation? I want to see how she's doing with my own eyes." It was more of an order than a request but the AI didn't care and complied and open a new screen on one of the monitors to the right of Adam.

Adams ears were instantly assaulted by the sound of explosions from plasma grenades, exploding covenant vehicles and screams from dying aliens. Adam just watched the image of the girl, now wearing a new model of the MJOLNIR armor*, almost dance though the covenants ranks with an energy blade in her right hand and a M6G magnum in her left hand. Adam almost felt pity for the poor aliens who stood in her way as she tried to get to a crashed pelican dropship were the survivors tried to hold their own against the overwhelming covenant forces.

To Adams big surprise the girl not only made it to the pelican and managed to hold the line but also, with the help of the few marines who still could fight on, retake the plaza until the rescue team came and picked them up. The simulation ended.

"No SPARTAN have ever been able to retake the plaza before, are you sure you didn't go easy on her?" Adam asked the AI with a smirk. The AI sent him an evil glare before it replied with its arms crossed.

"Not at all, as I told you before I had to increase the difficulty a few times. She is fighting at a level where average SPARTANS wouldn't succeed." The AI said annoyed that he had to repeat himself but continued.

"But what is surprising me the most is that she hasn't undergone any augmentations at all." The scientist just stared at the AI in disbelief at what he just heard. He hadn't been overseen this recruit for long and had come to the conclusion that she already had been though the surgery.

"B-but that's impossible! How can she do all this without augmentations? I know she is HIS daughter but this is just absurd." The scientist loudly protested in total disbelief and a bit of anger at the AIs statement. The AI waited for Adam to calm down a bit before it gave him its answer to his question.

"I understand how you feel Adam, I didn't believe it at first either but what happened to her farther 23 years ago must have something to do with it….But I never had any doubt that Cortana** would be an average SPARTAN, after all her father is the great John-117."

_Ω_

Same year unknown location

He ran for his life as fast as he could, heart pumping so hard that he thought it would break though his skin if he didn't take break soon. He didn't a thing of what had happened the last hour. All his friends and battle-brothers were either dead or scattered across this god forsaken area. In the far distance could explosions and fighting be heard over the com-link he could occasionally hear their desperate cries for help and their painful screams as their bodies were torn to pieces by these monsters. Yes monsters, they had to be monsters. He had seen the enemy many times and never had he faced foes like these… these things.

He came to a sudden stop. He was too exhausted to carry on and he just sat down next to a wall in the ruins of a destroyed building. In his hands he still held his rifle tight into his chest. He calmed down a little and took off his helmet, it made him sick and he couldn't take hearing more of his dying friends. He barely got his helmet of before emptied his stomach on the ground to his right. He gasped for air then burst into a maniac laughter as he mashed the back of his head against the wall, tear rolling down his cheeks as he also began crying. He could feel it… yes he could, the sweet embrace of insanity and he welcomed it with open arms.

He was so deep and drunk in his insanity that he didn't notice the creature that had killed many of his comrades enter the ruin. It just stood in front him, waiting for him notice it and stopped laughing. Eventually he noticed it and stopped laughing and just stared at it. It looked a lot like him in terms of body form it was covered from top to toe in armor as black as the void between the only colors was the four lines of dark purple light coming from its otherwise featureless helmet where the eyes should have been.

"Are you… Are you going to kill me l-like you killed all my friends, you human monster?" He asked in freighted but still clearly insane voice as he smiled manically at the monster and tightened his grip around his rifle. The human only nodded and in an instant it had a hand around his throat and in the other it had his rifle. The rifle was thrown away and he felt himself being lifted up from ground until he couldn't touch it with his feet. Then the human spoke for the first time.

"This is the end of you, Forerunner scum." With that the human grabbed with its now free hand the Forerunners shoulder and began to pull the head and the rest of the body in opposite directions. It did not take long before the human had separated the Forerunners head from the rest of the body. The human took a deep breath and then let it out again.

"End the simulation, now." He commanded out in the thin air. A moment went by before everything went dark. The human opened his eyes as he felt himself slowly falling the half meter to the ground. He was on a circular platform with a lot of floating ring around him producing a sharp white light. The light in the rings disappeared and drifted up in the ceiling when he touched the ground. A small set of stairs led down from the platform to the rest of the room. At the bottom of the stairs was a small group of people waiting for. They were all dressed in either combat suits or in some weird-looking lab clothes but one of them stood out between the other. She wore what best could be described as an advanced combat suit styled into a long dress on top of her head rested a shining steel colored crown. Her skin was dark brown*** like everyone else in the empire and like everyone else the color of her long silk like hair was black. A beautiful white tattoo decorated forehead with harmonic patterns. This was his empress and sister, Jael Talma****.

"Ah Siflion*****, I see you're finally done with the SINNER****** training for the day. Now hurry up and get out of that ARCH-GUARDIAN******* armor of yours the politicians are tearing down the throne room as we speak because the new trade agreements between the 500 world under my command, they are just so annoying." The empress complained to her brother as they and the rest of the small group left the room and headed towards the empress' and her families' private chambers.

"Don't worry sister, you know I will always protect you even if it's just some loud mouthed politician." The SINNER said though his helmet with a stern voice. The empress just rolled her eyes and gave him another small smile.

"_Ah that brother of mine is going to be the end of me with all that protection. I'm 456 years old and he still thinks of me as his dear helpless little sister."_ She thought as she laughed of her overprotective brother inside of her mind. They soon arrived at the empress' chambers. The small group left the two siblings alone as they stepped in to the big room. The empress threw herself on the massive bed and watched as her brother got out the advanced combat suit lucky for Siflion he had a normal civilian full body suit under the armor, he knew his sister was more interested in him than a normal little sister would be. He smiled a little for himself then he saw the disappointed expression on his sister face when she discovered the body suit.

"So brother, what do you think of the new armor? Is it better than the old one?" The empress asked now that she couldn't get to see what she desired to see as she rolled onto her back to get more comfortable. Siflion Thought for a bit before he answered.

"I think the new Nanotechnology is a great addition. It makes it a hell of a lot easier to fight on the battlefield. I can't wait to test it on real Forerunners and the Flood they won't know that hit them." A small sinister smile made its way across his lips. Jael rose from the bed a made her over to her brother and hugged him, he returned it.

"Soon brother… Soon we will get our revenge; soon we will be ready for war."

**Alright I hoped you liked it. I got a lot of things to explain to you all so let's get started at once. Uh before that I want to hear your opinion on the last part of this chapter. Is it too much for Jael to have such strong feeling towards her brother or is it alright? Now let's get started.**

*** The new model of the MJOLNIR armor is the MJOLNIR Mark VIII; it is lighter, stronger shields, better suit computers for the AI (making the AIs work easier), a large array of better different sensors and a whole new addition is a small wrist blade sharpened by a laser cutter.**

**** Cortana Jinx is the daughter of John-117 and the retired SPARTAN IV Julia Jinx. Cortana was born the year 2565 her parents have been married for 3 year before they got Cortana. Julia helped the retired Master Chief adapt to the civilian society and they quickly became close. Cortana enlisted to the SPARTAN program at the age of 13 by the request ONI. ONI is interested in her because she is the only offspring of a SPARTAN and daughter of John-117 who had been given the special genesong the Librarian gave him.**

***** Alright I know that the human empire had more than 20 sub-spices of humans but I am just going with one (the ones you see in the terminals in halo 4 and that's why they all have brown skin and black hair)**

****** Jael Talma is the current empress of the human empire, all emperors and empress has been of the Talma family since Empress Torres. She is trained by advance military units (something like the ODST) she is a genius at politics and she love to tease her brother and have strong feeling towards her brother.**

******* Siflion Talma is one of the strongest SINNERS to ever have existed. He is captain of the infamous SINNER team, the Night Lords. At the battlefield he can become the monster his ancestors wanted to create to frighten the Forerunner forces but most of the time he's a calm and quit warrior that observe the battlefield and hit the enemy where it hurts the most. He love his sister but not at the same level as she does.**

******** The SINNERS is the empires answer to the SPARTANS. They are all humans who have undergone extreme augmentation surgeries to boost their speed, strength and reflexes. All SINNERS have their own personal AI to oversee the functions and programs of their combat suit and help the SINNER in times of battle. The SINNER program has been in constant development ever since it was founded by Emperor Tyral Talma in the year 75000 B.C.E. Right now there are 110 SINNERS at the empires disposal in teams of 11 each.**

********* The ARCH-GUARDIAN armor is a newer version of the GUARDIAN armor which all SINNERS are issued with. Because of the great costs of producing the ARCH-GUARDIAN armor is only given to the captains of the teams. The difference is a nanorobot system in the ARCH-GUARDIAN. These small robots are made of a rare biological metal which allow the nanos to reproduce inside the wears body. The nanos are tasked to fight infections (manly the Flood) and other unwelcome intruders in the body, close wounds, even repair the armor plating on the armor itself and help the body through battle like gathering extra oxygen from the lungs and then transport it to the rest of the body, making the body more effective. Because the nanos are small **biological machines they're able to adapt to almost any environment ********over long periods of time.********  
><strong>**


	3. Moving the Pieces

**Author note: Hi everyone long time no see. I have been really busy for a long time now and it looks like it will keep going like that for a while. This is the first part of the original chapter three. I'm working on the other part right now. I don't know when it will be released. So moving on to another topic. While I was surfing through the internet in search for more information on the halo universe I stumbled upon this website called Halofanon. It's a wiki for halo fanfiction where people, like me, can create a wiki page for our story. I ended up making a few pages just for you awesome readers. My wiki has a lot of information about the setting and a lot of background story such as the Prehumans. However there are spoilers here and there, you have been warned. So without more delay here is the link for the wiki and I hope you all enjoy the chapter.**

**Link: wiki/The_Return_of_Forgotten_Empire**

Moving the pieces

The 01/25/2581 ( month, day, year), the Yprikushma system, Pre-human imperial capital system.

Thousands of warships were being prepared to disembark at the many shipyards orbiting one of the planets in the Empires capital star system. Ships from the other systems were constantly exiting slipspace and gathered in large groups near the shipyards before making their way to the edge of the system. It had been like this for a whole week but now the massive fleet was almost complete and ready to leave.

An Armageddon-class Dreadnought, flanked by two Wave-class battleships [1], went through one of the giant gates of New Erde-Tyrenes shield, traveling towards the front of the massive lines of ships. On the bridge stood Siflion and watched the crew do their jobs. The bridge was busy to say the least. It was after all the flagship of this fleet. Fortunately for him this wasn't his ship, he was just a SINNER captain and therefore he didn't have a ship of his own. No the ship belonged to the Lord of Admirals Aldu Tasmor who happened to stand right next to the SINNER captain. Aldu and Siflion had been friends since boot camp in the early years of their lives and now they were standing here side by side both respected and high ranking soldiers, looking at the busy crew members working as hard as if they were running from an enraged Gravemind.

"You should tell them to calm down a little, you know." Siflion said to his friend with a calm voice as he watched a young female communication officer almost tripped over her own feet as she made her way to her station. Aldu just smiled a little at the show before he replied.

"No I don't think so, after all this is the calm before the storm." Aldu clapped his friend on the back and continued.

"We are going to the first real war in over 100.000 years, right? Everyone has dreamed of the day we would return to our rightful home and show those Forerunner scums who rule the galaxy now." He said and took a seat in his command chair, moving around a little to get comfortable.

"Lord of Admirals the last ships have gathered and are joining the standard formation with the rest of the fleet. We are ready for slipspace jump in 40 minutes." A sensor officer yelled over the other hardworking crew members. The noisy and busy bridge finally went down to a more pleasant level, everything was soon in order and the thousands of warships knew their position and task.

"I'll be going now and report to my station, my Lord." Siflion said as he turned around and made his way to the lifts. Aldu just waved a lazy hand as a goodbye and then focused on the crew again.

The walk to the hanger was uneventful. A few of ships personal gave him a short bow before passing by, it never hurt to show some respect to the royals. The hanger was as busy as always. Pilots and technicians checked their ships for any signs of malfunctions or made some repairs here and there. Siflion made his way to a small transport ship which looked a lot like the pelican in terms of form and size but it was smoother and covered in some kind of black metal. The pilot was sitting on the hard metal floor, his back against one of the vessels four engines with his hands folded behind his head. The sounds of snoring came from his sleeping form with each breath he took. The SINNER gave the pilot a light kick, for a SINNER, to his side and the pilot woke up with a small yelp from the pain in his side.

"Get up you lazy bastard, you can sleep when we are back on the Flames of the Moon! You got five minutes to get the ship ready." The pilot quickly went to work while mumbling something Siflion didn't catch. The pilot ran a quick check on the systems and the ship was ready for takeoff. It hovered in the air for a short time before making its way through the pale blue energy field that separated the atmosphere in the hanger of the cold void of space. The small vessel easily penetrated the energy field and hoovered a bit before the pilot started the main engines and headed towards one of the many hanger bays on one of the Wave-class battleships.

The vessel slowly landed on the cold metal floor in the hanger bay of the Flames of the Moon. The ramp lowered and allowed Siflion access to the hanger. He was halfway through the hanger towards the blast doors when someone called out his name. He looked to the right and spotted a group of ten walking up to him. It was all the members of his SINNER team, all of them wearing they armor.

"Hey cap, how did your talk with all mighty Lord of Admirals go?" One of the members asked with a joyful tone as he rested an arm around the captains' shoulders. The rest of the team gathered around their captain before they all went for the doors.

"The usual, our team and the rest of the SINNER teams are going with the first wave of invasion forces when we get there, so I recommend going straight for the timelock and go to sleep, understood?" The SINNERS yelled their understanding and made their way to the chambers. It was a long trek but the team of SINNERs past the time by telling embarrassing stories about each other, how the coming campaign would go or betting on who would get the most kills the first day on the battlefield. Right now it was even between the squads' female elite sniper, Heloan Jau'en and the captain. To be honest Siflion didn't think he would come out on top. That woman had eyes like a hawk and when equipped with her Cold Wind sniper rifle no enemy would be safe if she had even the slightest moment of a clear shot. Furthermore the team's assassin and close quarter combat specialist No'el Valdema had joined in on the bet and declared he would beat both of them with his Stealth mode and two hardlight blades.

The SINNER squad finally reached their destination. The large hall of timelock chambers resembled what best could be described as rows upon rows of bookshelves in a large library. The chambers themselves were large cylinder tubes made of some kind of hardened glass; a holo-terminal was located on the side to operate them. The hall was full of people getting ready for the long trek before the coming battle or having a last chat with some of the other troopers. The squad made their way to their own champers not far from the entrance.

"Alright ladies. See you all in two months." Siflion called out to his squad before he entered a few commands on the terminal, making the glass tube lower itself into the floor. He stepped onto the platform and the glass tube returned from the floor. The machine activated and started to generate a small energy bubble around him, effectively locking him away from the physics of time. The journey would take two months if not a bit more but for Siflion and the others it would only feel like a second. Outside in space, the massive fleet was finally in formation and one by one all the ships activated their slipspace drives at the same time. All heading for the Forerunners seat of power, The Capital.

_Ω_

Meanwhile on the Infinity-class UNSC New Dawn

"Hurry up folks, the ship will exit slipspace in one and a half hour!" One of the four ODST team leaders yelled.

"Check your gear and pick your weapons, it can't possibly be that hard!" 28 elite ODSTs and 6 SPARTANs were walking around in the rather small armory, most of them wondering what kind of gun they should pick for the coming mission.

Cortana sat alone in all of her dark green with black stripes armor in one of the corners of the room, checking her equipment for what must have been the firth time. Right now she was going over the 99-S5 Anti-Materiel sniper rifle in her hands. Data shown on her HUD said the weapon was is perfect condition and ready for combat.

"Duke how goes the scanning of the armors functions?" a small window opened on the left corner of her HUD, revealing the head and shoulders of the male fisher AI. He looked a bit annoyed at the teenage SPARTAN and signed.

"Like the last 4 times, the armor is in perfect condition. By the way I think there are few talking about you to your right." Cortana turned her head a little to the right and spotted three ODST soldiers chatting among themselves, occasionally looking in her direction. Her HUD displayed their names and ranks, the highest being a corporal. It was obvious that they were talking about her and from the look on their faces it wasn't something nice.

Cortana knew of the tense relationship between the SPARTANs and the ODST. How the ODST claimed that they were the best of the best and not some mutated freaks like the SPARTENs that went in and took all the glory for themselves. Cortana just hope to avoid conflict with the ODST teams and just stay near her newly appointed team. Unfortunately for her that was not gonna happen. The three ODST soldiers decided to walk over to her, the corporal taking point.

"So you're the newest addition to the Reach team [3] hmm? You don't look so tough for a SPARTAN" The corporal and his friends had reached her and trapped her in the corner she was sitting in. They towered over from her position and looked down on her with confident and evil smiles on their faces. They all reminded her of the bullies from her time back in school. Especially that corporal reminded her of a bully from when she attended her third year in school. The bully had been five or six years old than her and was a huge guy, even among other boys at his own age. He had thought the little innocent looking girl an easy victim but was soon proven otherwise. After being picked on for a little over a month she finally had enough and went all out on him. The poor bastard could count himself lucky to be alive after that beating but he would never walk right for the rest of his life. Right now she had a nagging feeling of doing just that to the corporal in front of her but she controlled herself. She didn't want any trouble with her superiors and she wouldn't want to look like a troublemaker in front of her new team. Luckily for her and to some extent the three ODST soldiers Reach 6 had seen it all from behind a weapon rack and had stealthily walked up behind the unaware ODSTs. Without making a sound he slowly placed an armored arm around the shoulders of the corporals' friends, nearly crushing them under the weight, as he leaned his unhelmet head forward, right beside the corporals.

"Don't you three have better things to do than picking on a little girl, especially when my team leader has given me strict orders keeping a close eye on this little bird?" The voice was a deep and had a heavy Swedish accent.

The corporal almost jumped out of his armor when he heard the deep voice and turned around along with his companions, who had somehow managed to free themselves from the SPARTANs grip, and faced the almost 3 meter tall blond-haired SPARTAN . He was clad in the same kind of armor as Cortana with the same colors. On his back rested a modified M247H Heavy Machine Gun and a giant ammo-package connected to said gun.

To say the three ODST were afraid of the giant would the underestimation of the month. They were speechless with their heads pushed back as far as possible without breaking their necks to the face of the SPARTAN. A few seconds went by in silence before the guy to the left of Cortana spoke.

"W-we were… j-just…talking" The poor soldier was brutally interrupted as the large SPARTAN sent him a death glare and yelled at all three.

"inte verkligen!? Jag visste inte alls!"

(Really!? I didn't know!)

None of the ODST knew what the SPARTAN was yelling in Swedish, they only knew he was very angry and it was probably best to keep quiet for now and avoid eye contact. They felt like a bunch of small boys getting scolded at by their mother. When the giant Swedish SPARTAN didn't get an answer from any of them he let out a heavy sigh.

"Get out of here you idiots. If I catch doing this to her again then a pair of hunters will be the least of your problems, understood?" The SPARTAN commanded in a serious tone that almost would have put his team leaders commanding voice to shame. The ODST gladly obeyed the order and ran away, trying to get as much distance from them and the large, scary SPARTAN.

Cortana stood up and walked up beside her teammate while looking at the three ODST leaving the armory with all their equipment.

"Thank you for the rescue Lieutenant Esbjörnsson. I really appreciate it" Cortana said as she looked up at him with a smile, even though he couldn't see it because of the helmet she wore.

"Yeah, you're welcome sergeant. Next time however, deal with it yourself. You are a SPARTAN after all it shouldn't be much of a problem." The giant looked down at the young SPARTAN who had turned her head down, looking at the floor.

"Sorry" Was all he got as a reply. It was full of sadness, like she had accidentally hurt someone.

"I just didn't want to cause any trouble between us and the other teams." She said as she looked back up at the giant.

Esbjörnsson had to mentally slap himself for being such a fool. "_Great job you giant Swedish idiot. Yes she is a SPARTAN but she's also just a kid on her very first mission with the team and you just come around and shoot down her confidence like you would have gunned down a grunt._" He thought to himself before he placed a hand on Cortanas shoulder and looked her dead in the eyes.

"Hey, I'm sorry for what I said earlier. I didn't mean it like that. What I meant is that you are a strong girl and you shouldn't let someone like those guys boss you around like that. Heck it should be the other way around; you're a sergeant after all!" He shook her gently give more effect to the point and to let the words sink in faster. Just as he had hoped his words had the desired effect. Cortana took of her helmet and looked at her teammate with determination in her eyes. She was not going to let those three guys boss her around again.

"Thanks."

"No problem at all, little one." Esbjörnsson gave her a friendly clap on her back. The sheer force almost made her fall over. "Now we need to get to the debriefing room so we better hurry up and get there before the others miss us."

They made their way out of the armory. Most of the others had already left for the debriefing room. The room wasn't far from the armory, only a few halls away. The small walk went in silence. They entered the room which bested could be described as a lecture room with a large holotable in the middle of the room and rows of benches all around it. The rest of Reach team, all in the same armor and with the same colors as Cortana, had chosen to sit alone at one of the last row opposite to the door while the other teams were sitting in the front or the middle sections all around the room. The two SPARTANs made their way to their team and sat down next to them.

"What took you so long? The briefing will begin in a few minutes." Reach 1 Asked, the leader of the team, Commander Tay Adams. He didn't look pleased that they had taken so long to get to the debriefing room. He was about to scold more at them but before could do so a colonel of the Marine Corps walked through the door.

"Alright Ladies and gentlemen, let us get this over with." The stood near the holotable and activated it with a console built into it. The table showed a large jungle planet. Large caps could be seen scattered across the planet surface going far into the planet itself. Some of them were easily more than 10 kilometers in diameter. Other Forerunner docking stations like the ones on the Forerunner shield-world only dubbed Shield 0459 could also be spotted from time to time but there was no Forerunner ships to be found at the varies docking stations.

"This ladies and gentlemen is the Forerunner Shipyard world called Growth. According to our intel this is a world where the Forerunners mass-produced their warships… But the shipyards are all damaged beyond repair and there are no forerunner ships located anywhere on or for that matter inside the planet." The Colonel looked up at his spectators for a moment and took in a deep breath before he continued.

"However, according to what we got out of Janus Key [5] before its destruction was that there is something of great power waiting for us on this planet. However, the loyalists somehow got the scent of this to and are already on the planet." The colonel taped on the console again. Two covenant fleets facing each other showed up not far from the planet. One of the two fleets was significantly smaller than the other and it lacked many larger ship types.

"Luckily for us, our separatist allies were in the neighborhood system and have engaged the loyalist as soon as they could. And they have given them one hell of a fight both in space and on the ground. Our role for now this is to back up the separatist fleet and ground forces. You, ladies and gentlemen, will be dropped far into enemy territory meet up with some elites and whatever they have behind enemy line and attack their supply lines, weakening their frontline while our main force, consisting or our own troops and separatist forces alike, shot the crap out of them." lines showed up on the planet surface indicating where the frontlines were at the moment.

"You will be land around here" a dot appeared at least a 100 kilometer from the nearest frontline. "There you will be picked up by the separatist and moved to their base of operation. That is all; see you all when all this is over, dismiss." The ODSTs and SPARTANs got up from their seats and headed for the lifts to take them to the drop pods.

The journey to the drop pods quick and uneventful. They did come by a few crew members on their way, but they were all in a hurry getting thing ready for exiting slipspace and giving the loyalists one hell of a day to remember.

They soon entered the drop pod hall. It looked a lot like any other drop pod room, only this one was way bigger and… was that massive drop pods getting loaded to the brim with weapon and ammo crates?

"Alright boys that's the last one." A female technician said after walking out of the massive weapon and ammo drop pod. "Seal it and get it ready of drop like the others."

"What the hell are those things?" asked Cortana loud enough for the female technician to hear her.

"Oh they're just some experimental heavy drop pods; they're designed to drop an entire tank. Right now we just filled them with as much firepower and supplies as possible for you guys." They technician gave her cocky smile.

"Anyway are you all ready for the big jump?" A collected "HOOAR!" could be heard from all the ODST as they entered their drop pods, the door sealing itself tight behind them. The six SPARTANs did the same in complete silence.

The door closed itself like all the other. On the screens in front of Cortana showed Tay and a few others from her team. She could feel the massive warship coming out of slipspace and colliding with something as the entire ship shook. Her pod took a 180 degree turn. Below her she could see a large hatch opening. On the other side of the hatch between the ship and the Forerunner planet were a large number of covenant ships along with pieces of what was left of the unlucky covenant destroyer which had been right in front of the UNSC New Dawn as it exited the slipspace.

The brute shipmaster onboard the destroyer only had time to think one sentence after he spotted the massive human warship coming towards his own at breakneck speed _"Oh by the holy ones, why me?"_ Before his and his entire crews lives ended as they were either consumed by explosions, suddenly exposed to vacuum, torn apart by flying metal pieces or all three at the same time.

Back on the New Dawn the drop pods were in position and ready to dropped. Cortana could feel her pod shake a little as it was released and fell toward the planet.

When her pod made it out of the large hatch along with many others she got a good view over the entire battle raging all around her. She could see the ships engaging in combat, fighters entering dog fights with each other and dropships and pods making planet fall. She could tell that the sudden appearance of the UNSC had tipped the battle to the separatists favor. The loyalists' frontline was in complete disarray and the allied forces took great advantage of this by hitting their hated foe as hard as possible. The loyalists tried to fall back and reorganize their front to a more defensive formation but the humans and separatists pushed forward with great speed and powerful blows. Sometimes surrounding and isolating small groups of loyalist ship before tearing them apart one by one. But before long the loyalists had organized and were able to hold the line for the time being.

While all of this happened, Cortana and the others had now entered the atmosphere of the Forerunner planet. The heat generated from their entrance was deflected by the hardened materials the pods were made of. Not long after they entered the atmosphere they hit the treetops of the jungle, branches breaking under the momentum of the pods drop. They didn't land far from each other.

Cortana opened the pods hatch and stepped outside into the jungle. The jungle itself reminded her a lot of the African jungle and South American rainforests only there wasn't any sounds of animals in any size or forms.

"Damn, it feels weird with no animals in this god forsaken jungle. It just gives me the creeps." She drew her sniper rifle, ready to shot down anything that would look out of the ordinary, before she moved slowly and making as little noise as possible towards the weapon and ammo pods. Duke had been so kind to make a waypoint for her.

It didn't take long before she reached a small clearing where the large experimental drop pods had landed. All the others from her team were already there along with most of the ODSTs. A few of them sat down and rested while others patrolled not too far from the clearing, making sure nothing would suddenly take them off guard.

Almost half an hour went by before the last ODST arrived. He had landed in a river and had been taken far by the stream before he got out of the water. Cortana had been scouting but was called back by commander Tay when the ODST had arrived.

"Hmm isn't it odd?" asked Duke. He had been quiet for a long time and hadn't spoken much since they dropped.

"What do you mean Duke? What should be odd?" Cortana entered the clearing; an ODST was sitting not far from her right.

"Wasn't there supposed to been a separatist unit to pick us up and move us to their hideout?" Cortana was about to answer but never go the chance when she spotted a bush shook a little as something invisible rose form it. The only thing that gave it away were leafs from the bush falling off it. She could see how it extended an arm towards the unknowing ODST, its hand ready to grab the man by his neck.

Cortana reacted fast and charged the unknown being before it could grab her follow soldier. The being noticed her just in time to dodge the jaw breaking punch from Cortana. It quickly followed up with grabbing her by the throat with its left arm and lifting her of the ground, her feet now dangling in the air.

Cortana tried to free herself from the death grip but stopped when she heard the familiar hiss of an energy sword activating. Small sparks of lighting traveled all over the body of her assailant and revealed a pitch black armored Sangheili special operations officer. The elite raised its energy sword to the point where its two pointy ends were on the same level as her eyes. At the same time more than 40 other Sangheilies special operatives came out of hiding and uncloaked along with two pairs of hunters, all of them ready to make a giant human BBQ party with their fuel rod, plasma and energy weapons. _"How the bloody hell did we miss all of them!?"_ The same thought was going through all of the gathered humans in the clearing.

"It was far too easy it sneak up on you without any of you knowing we were here." The officer holding Cortana spat aggressively along with a clear hint of disappointment. "And you were supposed to be our reinforcements? Ha what a joke." The officer pulled Cortana closer to his face, making sure she could see the rage in his eyes beneath the helmet. He felt superior before this little demon; her life was in his hands and there was nothing she could do about it except for a sudden sharp sting in his left armpit. Confused he glanced down at his armpit without removing to much of his focus away from her.

What appeared to be the cause of the sharp stinging was in fact a small double-edged blade attached to her wrist being pressed up in a small gap in his armor to allow him to move his arm.

"_How? How did she get that small blade through my shield? And how didn't I hear her pull out the blade?"_Many other thoughts flew around in his head as he tried to explain how this little demon had pressed its blade against his naked skin.

"What's the matter big boy? Did this little joke suddenly scare you?" If it hadn't been for the helmet Cortana was wearing and the fact that she was being choked the officer would have seen a rather scary smile creeping up on her lips.

"If my knowledge of Sangheili anatomy is correct there should be a large artery not far from there the tip of my blade is heading. That is if I choose to push the blade a bit further." To add more effect to her statement she pressed the tip of the blade into the officers hard skin. Dark blue blood began leaking out of the small wound.

"You would have time to kill me with that sword of yours but I will definitely take you with me in the grave." The officer hesitated for a moment. He could feel the confidence radiating from her; she would do it if she had to.

Then something the humans had not foreseen happened, the officer started to laugh uncontrollably. He even seem unfazed by his laughing making the blade in his armpit go deeper and widening his wound, making it bleed even far more than before.

"Oh that was good. You have a bit of my respect for that one little demon." The officer made what look like a smile before he let go of Cortanas throat. She fell to her keens coughing violently from suddenly being able to breath normally again. She soon got back on her legs and saw that the separatist forces had lowered their weapons by orders of the officer in front of her.

"I am Rak Vadam, son of Thel vadam the head of the Separatist and ruler of Sanghelios. And who might you be little demon?" The officer now known as Rak took a closer look at the young SPARTAN. On the outside she looked just like the other demons but he couldn't shake off the feeling that there was far more to her than what meets the eye. She was somehow… different from the others. Could it be some kind of aura of something unknown around her? Maybe but one thing was sure, he was not the only one who could feel this presents. The other Sangheilies watching her could feel the same thing as he could.

"I'm Cortana Griffin, daughter of John Griffin also known as the Master Chief back when he was in service." Just as Rak she too took a closer look at the young Sangheili. She couldn't say how old he was, probably around the age as her. He was one and a half head higher than her, well trained from the intense combat training since he was a small kid and had the air of a natural leader.

"A p-pleasure to meet you." The disgust was clear in his voice, even though he tried to hide it. He had to play just a little nice in front of these dirty humans.

"Our fathers matched to great battles with each other. Let us hope the same will happen to us. Now let us get back to camp before the night sky rises." With that said he turned around and led the newly arrived humans to their new home for the many months ahead of them.


	4. Battle for the Capital
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Battle for the Capital

The 03/13/2581. Somewhere in the Orion arm.

The massive imperial fleet shot out of slip space, the different types of warships ready for the coming siege. A few thousand kilometers ahead of the fleet were hundreds of perfect circular platforms arranged in a spiral formation around the 100.000 kilometers long core platform. All the platforms were covered in cities with buildings in all shapes and sizes. The Forerunner capital was quick to respond to the human's presence. All the platforms started moving into a spherical shape and its powerful energy shield was charging up.

The war room in the council building, located in the center of the core platform, came to life as billions of ancilla gathered in the room's computer systems and showed themselves in Forerunner forms on one of the many holotables spread out across the room. Quite a few of them had fallen into rampancy a long time ago and were showing their forms in different shades of red. But the few who had gone rampant tried their hardest to get a hold on themselves.

"Unknown warships detected, Capital forming defensive position, all automated defenses activating and the shield is changing." One of the ancilla informed the others. A moment went by before the same ancilla talked again. "Hostiles identified. It's the Reclaimers … No, it's Pure Humans!" Loud mumbling was heard from the large number of ancilla. How could it be Pure Humans? They were all, after all, wiped out a long time ago.

"That can't be right; they should all have been killed a long time before the Halo Rings were fired more than 100.000 year ago! There should only be the Reclaimers left" One of them yelled across the different systems, many others agreeing.

"The scan says they are Pure Humans and some of their ships are up to 90 % identical with the ones the Pure Humans used during the Human-Forerunners war. " A third one stated along with a few others who had done the same scan.

"It doesn't matter how the Pure Humans have survived the halo firing, the only thing that matters now is that they are here at our doorstep. We'll split into three groups; one group will take command of our ground forces while the second group will coordinate the remote-controlled warships we have stored in the military docking areas." The commanding ancilla ordered. "The humans will most likely attempt a frontal attack and hit us with all their might. We focus most of our forc…"

BOOM

A large explosion could be heard throughout the entire Capital when a medium sized platform was torn apart. All the Ancilla who were stationed on the platform screamed in pure agony before their image vanished forever.

"What the hell was that!? I want a report, NOW!" The Ancilla commander yelled. One of the holograms on one of the tables changed into a map, showing the massive human fleet to the far right side and the Capital in the middle. Currently the Capital had almost completed its transformation but a single platform at the length of 25.000 kilometers was torn in half right down the middle. Explosions could be seen on both of the two halves with a few seconds in between as they drifted further and further away from the rest of the Capital.

"The shield generator located on the platform appeared to be damaged; it's most likely because of the halo ring that was fired not far from the Capital many years ago." An Ancilla shouted as it analyzed the reason why the shield generator blew up. It didn't take long before another Ancilla reported that the human fleet had started to move towards the great hole.

"Commander the humans are relocating their fleet and there is no shield to hold them back anymore, they can march right through our first line of defense!" The Ancilla commander's image flared deep red for a few seconds when he heard the dire news. His rage had sent him into rampage for a short time but he somehow managed to pull himself out again.

"T-then deploy al-all warships inside the Capital a-and activate all other defense systems… including the Vanguards." The other Ancillas looked at their commander with hesitation and doubt. Was he alright and still able to lead them? The silence was broken by the same Ancilla who had reported the humans movements.

"Commander, surely you can't possibly be serious about deploying the Vanguards. They have never been probably field-tested before."

"That doesn't matter anymore, our forces need numbers and the Vanguards have been produced in waste numbers since our creators started the project." It was clear that he didn't want to discuss this any further and the other Ancillas accepted it and did as they were told.

"Good. As I said before, we'll split up into three groups. One half will take command of our air units and fleets above the cities and a third will upload themselves to a vanguard command units and take command of our vanguard forces, the last third will observe the enemies moments and report back to me . I will stay here and command our sentinels and direct your movements." The Ancillas did as ordered and went to work. The commander's small holographic form turned around on the table with crossed arms and looked at the holo-screen displaying the hostile fleet nearing the opening slowly along with the Forerunner warships exiting various docking bays inside the Capital. In the streets of all the cities could different ground forces be seen deployed from transports, teleports or had flown there themselves. The commander had a grim look on his holographic face. This didn't look like it would end well for them at all and the appearance the ancient humans would mess up the Liberians plans for sure.

_Ω_

Meanwhile on the bridge of the Lord of Admirals ship.

It came as a huge surprise for everyone on the ships bridge when one of the platforms had exploded all of a sudden. Aldu Tasmor had of course seized this opportunity as soon as it was confirmed that the powerful shield around the Capital was down in that area. He had ordered the fleet into a more passive formation witch easily could be turned into a simple offensive or defensive formation when they got through the hole. He wasn't sure if the destruction of the platform was some kind of trap to lure them in or if it was just a lucky miracle to befall them. It didn't really matter if it was a trap or not he had faith in his soldiers, they were all good and hardened soldiers.

"Prepare all ground forces for drop and make sure that we have a few Armageddon-class dreadnoughts near the front with full support" Aldu shouted to a communication officer "They are to bombard the nearest platforms if any kind of threat prove too much for our ground troops to take care of." The officer nodded and passed the order to the ships near the front of the fleet.

"My lord, the scan for any lifeforms is complete!" Another officer yelled from his post. "I-it appears there are no lifeforms of any kind on the Capital, my lord." The odd news didn't seem to have any impact on the rest of the bridge personnel, they were too professional to let such things affect their work, but they all thought it was weird that the Forerunners had evacuated every single person in their capital, even all the warrior-servants. Why would they do that? Was this really a trap? If it was a trap how did the Forerunners know they were coming in the first place? It made no sense at all.

Noticing the awkward atmosphere on the bridge the Lord of Admirals opened a channel to the entire fleet and began his speech.

"A scan of the entire Capital shows that there is not a single Forerunner on the Capital but it doesn't matter if the Forerunners foresaw our arrival and fled with their tail between their legs like the cowards they are. What we're here to do is to take the Capital by force. We're here to make an example. To show them that we can strike where ever we want when we want and by taking the capital we'll cut the head of the snake and the rest of the Forerunner Empire will fall into chaos and confusion." Aldus speech had done its part and raised the moral of the whole fleet. Now every man and woman was fuelled with rage and hunger for battle, they had all hoped to spill the blood of their hated adversary and now they were denied just that. Now they just wanted to show the Forerunners how strong the Human Empire had become in its long exile.

Back on the bridge smiled Aldu Tasmor for himself. He could see the first ships entering the large hole along with thousands of dropships, fighters and bombers making their way towards the nearby platforms. The battle for the Capital had begun.

_Ω_

"Alright Ladies and Gentlemen, the party have already begun without us so get your fat augmented asses into the dropship on the double!" Siflion Barked at his troops, as they tried to crossed the hanger floor toward a nearby dropship through the chaos of people, tanks and dropships. The team of Sinners finally made it to the dropship and boarded it. A few minutes later they were passing through the blue energy field. The Flames of the Moon had entered the hole a while ago and hadn't made it to the frontline yet. Only a few of its long range canons fired from time to time when they had a clear shot at the hostile forces up ahead.

The dropship made a shape turn and descended down towards one of the many platforms near the hole, two dozens of other dropships followed close by. The dropships quickly passed the distance between the fleet and the tops of the massive skyscrapers decorating the platform. Now they just looked for a perfect place to touch down and let their cargo loose. One of pilots spotted what looked like a big park with a few large rocky hills. The pilot contacted the others and they all changed course, heading for the park.

When the ships was just outside the parks perimeter the hill tops suddenly opened up and revealed three or four large anti-air turrets on each hill. The turrets turned towards the two dozens of incoming dropships and unleashed hell upon them.

The dropships thick armor was no match for the powerful energy beams and within seconds most of them was send crashing down with explosions, fire and burning corpses.

"Shit, it's a trap!" The pilot of the Night Lords dropship yelled over the com-link as he tried to pull the shuttle away from the turrets line of fire.

"Find somewhere else to land; we'll handle those canons from the ground." Siflion ordered. The pilot complied and headed down a nearby street at high speed. But faith was a cruel bitch to day. The missile lock-on alerts came to life as a missile sped toward the dropship out of nowhere from its right side.

"Incoming missile port side!" The pilot shouted through the com-link before the deadly missile hit the cockpit from the right, sending the dropship spinning out of control at break neck speed before it hit the corner of a building and smashed into another one on the other side of the street, sliding down its side before it finally came to a stop after tearing up a good part of the street.

_Ω_

_Anyone out there!?_

Everything was dark when Siflion opened his eyes, an annoying ringing in his ears made him half deaf.

_Respond if anyone gets this!_

"_A radio transmission?"_ He thought as he heard the same voice again. He tried to move but found that he couldn't. _"Damnit. A suit lockdown."_

"Restart the combat-suits systems now." He commanded to his suits Servitor. A few seconds went by before his HUD came to life and he could see again. A list of data popped up to the left while a small screen displaying a silhouette of a long haired woman showed up to the right.

"Good to see you awake again, master. I took the liberty to put your armor into shielded lockdown when the dropship was hit. Unfortunately I was not quick enough." Siflion raised an eyebrow in confusion and tried once more to move. He shouldn't have done that. A massive amount of pain sprung up from his left side. He turned his head to see the source of the pain and spotted a large piece of metal sticking out from his side. Luckily it hadn't pierced anything vital.

"Oh that's just great." He groaned to himself before he slowly grabbed it with both of his hands and slowly pulled it out with gritted teeth. He let out a heavy sigh of relief when he finally got it free from his body, blood spilling from the now completely open wound. He threw the cursed piece of metal away.

"Get as many nanos to fix the wound as quickly as possible." He ordered through heavy and painful breaths and his Servitor complied, always eager to help her master in any way possible. It was after all her purpose in life to assist her master with whatever he commanded her to do, anything, he just needed to command her.

If someone was to look closely to Siflions armor they would be able to see how the layers of metal armor shifted and moved to close the gaping hole in it and its wearer. The first nanomachines started with gathering as much of the spilled blood as possible before they grouped together to stop the bleeding from the inside and out. The progress took only a few minutes and they then proceed to repair the damaged tissue and strengthen the armor around the wound.

"The nanos have successfully stopped the bleeding, you should be able to move now but you'll have to take it easy for next few hours before the wound is fully healed." The Servitor reported and Siflion slowly and carefully got back on his feet. His side still hurt like hell. He looked around and spotted all his squad members spread out on the floor, all passed out but alive nonetheless. He proceeded with waking them up one by one and soon they were all up and around again. All had had a rough landing but at least the others had been luckier than Siflion.

"Ugh my back hurts like I was some kind of 20.000 year old granny." Whined No'el as he stretched and rubbed his back to ease the pain.

"Walk it off you pussy and check the com-links. I swear I heard a call for help from one of the other dropships a while ago and someone please go check on the pilot!" Siflion ordered and his squad mates went to work. The pilot appeared have been killed instantly when the missile hit, most of his head had been blown off along with other damages, and it also appeared that survivors from another dropship were indeed under heavy fire. The Night Lords checked their equipment before heading out to assist their brothers in arms.

The Streets were dead silent, only the faint sounds of battle from above broke it. Lucky they didn't have to walk for long before the sounds of battle and explosions were heard in the distance. The Night Lords picked up their phase while looking around for any signs of danger.

"This is Siflion from the Night Lord squad do you read!?" A moment went by before someone answered his call. "This is High Hastari Telon. We read you loud and clear. Please hurry, we are taking heavy fire from some kind of humanoid Forerunner droids." A few shots of ionized particle projectiles hitting the cover could be heard in the background, the High Hastari cursed before the sound of his antimatter rifle fired a few rounds at the new type of droids.

"We'll get to you as fast as possible just hang on tight!" Siflion turned to his squad members and ordered them to move faster. A few moments later the sound of explosion and high energy gunfire could be heard just up ahead.

The skirmish took place on a large square shaped plaza with the imperial dropship crashed near its center. To right of the Night Lords were the forerunner machines, numbering around 40 to 45, slowly advancing towards the imperial troops who had abandoned their dropship and retreated to the buildings opposite of the forerunner forces. A few unlucky soldiers lied dead on the way from the downed dropship to the buildings. Lucky for the Night Lords the forerunners hadn't noticed them yet, to busy trying to rip their opponents in front of them to shreds.

"High Hastari Telon, how are your men holding up?" Sifloin asked over the com-link. He made a few hand signals to his squad to spread out and take cover. Heloan and the rest of the squads' snipers tried to find some good positions on higher ground.

"We have suffered 3 casualties and 4 more have been badly wounded. What is your plan my lord?"

"My squad will attack them from their left flank and draw their attention. When they are busy with us you'll bomb them with whatever you have left. Be it grenades or grenade launcher mode morphers." The Hastari replied his understanding. And the plan of attack was set in motion.

The vanguards was taken by complete surprise when a few of their allies heads exploded in a shower of burning metal from sniper fire and the next second a wave antimatter rifle fire hit them from their left.

"Come on keep up the fire! Show them who the real threat is!" Siflion shouted over the roars from the muzzle fires. Before long, most of the remaining vanguards had turned their attention to the Night Lords. That was when grenades were thrown or fired from their completely forgotten opponents. Explosions appeared all over the Forerunners ranks, turning the vanguards into scrap metal in mere seconds. What remained of the vanguards who had survived the rains of gunfire and explosions was quickly finished off.

"Secure the plaza while we call for reinforcements and medical aid for the wounded!" Siflion commanded to all the troops present. The troops complied and took positions near the streets leading into the plaza while a few snipers climbed the buildings to get a better view over the nearby streets. Meanwhile Siflion got in touch with a commanding officer on one of the ships above their heads.

"This is Captain Siflion Talma of the Night Lords requesting medical aid for severely injured troops and reinforcements. We have secured a landing zone. Repeat we have secured a landing zone." There was a small amount of static before a reply came.

"Roger that. Is the LZ big enough for siege tank drops?"

"That's a negative sir. We have a crashed dropship in the center of the plaza. The infantry you'll deploy must be dropped off on some of the smaller building until we get the dropship out of the way."

"Alright, you'll get your reinforcements. Use them to take the large park where you were shot at during your deployment. We can begin mass deployment on this platform when those anti-air canons are destroyed."

"Roger that sir." One and a half hour later the reinforcement arrived, a full company strong. The wounded were taken back to the fleet and the large force of imperial infantry started fighting their way towards the park through countless sentinels, enforces and vanguards. A few hours of bloody fighting later they have fought their way to the park. They had suffered a few losses but nothing to serious. With the 11 Sinners as spearhead they had left a trail of destruction in their wake. And now here they stood in front of the hills. The hills were swarming with vanguards and sentinels. A frontal attack could work but many would lose their lives if they all had to charge the high hills.

Siflion and the leader of the company, a principes, had agreed to let the men rest just outside of the large park while they and a few others, including No'el and Heloan, would discuss how to take out the canons without losing to many men in the process.

"Those hills are a damn fortress." The Principes growled as he pointed an accusing finger at the well-defended hills. The others had to agree on that. The hills made quite an amazing natural fortress in itself and the damn Forerunner droids had reinforced it with lots shield barriers, walls, watchtowers and so on. To put it more simply; the droids were hell bent on holding those hills. The gathered officers had yet to find an easy way to overcome the defenses and it was slowly getting on everyone's nerves.

"Can't we just use some makers and get one of our ships above us to bombard the hills instead?" A young Hastari asked but the others just shook their heads.

"No, that wouldn't work. Can you see that spire at the center of the top hill?" Siflion turned to face the hills and pointed at a large spire at the top hill. Every few seconds a faint glow of blue would travel up from its midsection to its tip. "That's a powerful shield generator that protects the hills from fire from above. It would take hours before our ship would get through it, and that's not taking into account that the ship need to defend itself in the meantime."

The young Hastari gave a heavy sigh of defeat before leaning heavily against a wall. Meanwhile Siflion was still looking at the hills with a thoughtful expression on his face as he tried to come up with a plan of attack. He was so deep in his thoughts that he was caught completely off guard; his heart even jumped one or two beats over, when Heloan appeared right beside him.

"What are you think about?" She asked in the most innocent tone she could muster without giggling at her surprised captain.

"Damnit woman, haven't I told you to stop doing that!?" She just nodded her head a few times in a rather eagerly playful manner. Siflion Just growled at that before he answered her question.

"I was thinking that a frontal assault might be our best shot at taking the hills. If we left No'el and his men with the company to take care of the assault, the rest of the Night Lords could circle around and climb the hillside and take out the shield spire while most of the droids are concentrated on the company."

"Well if we're going through with this then it might be best if you stayed with No'el and his boys." She said in what Siflion thought to be an upcoming challenge. With a raised eyebrow he asked her what she meant with that.

"Oh nothing really captain. Just saying you'll expose us if you're coming with my team." That did it. Here she was accusing HIM, the prince of the entire Empire, not to be stealthy enough for a simple infiltration mission like this.

"Is that a challenge I hear?" He asked.

"Maybe, wanna bet on it?" She extended her hand to seal the bet and he took it. Of course he would agree to this bet, there was no way he would lose this simple bet.

_Ω_

The assault on the hills proved to have drawn most the defensive forces towards the aggressors and left only a few hands full of guards back to watch the canons. However there was more than Siflion had thought there would have been and he cursed their current situation. He had lost the bet with Heloan right away.

They had been discovered, or more specific Sifion had been discovered, shortly after climbing the hillside and had ever since been under heavy fire from lightrifles, scattershots and suppressors. The enemy was pinning them down while sentinels tried to fly over their heads and disintegrate them with their beam weapons. So far the sentinels had all been shot down before they could do much more than scratch the Sinners shields.

"Damnit, we can't waste more time just sitting around like this." Siflion mumbled to himself before he rose from his cover and fired a few rounds at an unshielded vanguard, making its chest explode in a shower of burning metal pieces, before diving down again just in time to dodge a dozen or so suppressor shots from hitting him in the face.

"You're always so impatient captain." Heloan said, almost laughing, before she took aim and pulled the trigger. Far way a sentinel spun out of control as it was hit by the sniper fire and crashed into an unlucky vanguard beneath it. Heloan smirked underneath her helmet before she dug down behind her cover again. "You're three kills behind me now cap. Try to keep up or you'll lose this bet too." Siflion could almost see her stick her tongue out in a playful manner under the helmet. "Show off." Siflion grumbled to himself, just loud enough so that the nearby Sinners wouldn't hear him.

The fight kept going like this for a few long moments without the Sinners making any real progress. That was until Siflion spotted what looked like a vanguard inside of a nearby tower, the only building on this hill for that matter, near one of the windows. It didn't really do anything except switching its attention between the Siflion and his Sinners and the company of imperial troops led by the Principes.

"_It must be some kind of commander or observer. Maybe it's passing information about our whereabouts to their troops?" _Siflion thought to himself as he watched the droid turn around to observe the imperial company again. He turned to Heloan.

"Heloan can you see that droid up in the tower?" He shouted to her over hails of fire coming from both sides. The Female sniper glanced over her cover and up at the tower, spotting the said droid.

"Yeah, What of it?" she shouted back, a hint of irritations in her voice. "It doesn't do anything, it just stands there."

"That's the problem. I think its passing information to its commanders or something like that."

"So… What do want me to do about it? Shoot it?" Siflion would have facepalmed if he wasn't holding a charging grenade in his hand. He threw the grenade before he replied. "Yes!" The sound of the grenade exploded, making him stop answering until it had quietened down a bit. "I want you to shoot its fat metal ass off!" Heloan only nodded and the next time she got up from cover she aimed her Cold Wind rifle up towards the tower. A moment later the window exploded and the vanguard fell to the floor without its head.

"Sorry cap, I couldn't get its ass from this angel so I took its head instead." Siflion was about to give her a comical reply when he noticed that the Forerunner forces were attacking with less and less ordination. _"So it was some kind of commander after all."_ The fact didn't really matter anymore but he made a mental note to pass on the new information to the rest of the army.

"Alright guys let's wrap this up. One fin-!" He never got to finish his order before No'el Jumped over his own cover with both of his hardlight blades in hands and screamed with all his lungs could muster.

"Charge!" The assassin sprinted towards the nearest vanguard in sight, dodging Whatever they fired at him, and swung his blades as soon as he got into range, separating its head from its shoulders, before moving on to the next.

Siflion just shook his head and followed the crazy assassin SINNER along with the rest of his unit. Most of the Sinners had drawn their hardlight blades and were now cutting through the scattered Forerunner ranks, showing no mercy. Soon the hill had been taken and the Sinners moved to secure the shield spire. Half an hour later the hills had been cleared from any kind of Forerunner war machines.

"Heloan get someone to place the explosives on the spire so we can get out of here." Siflion ordered. Heloan saluted and turned on her heels to get the explosives and some poor souls to order around. It didn't take long before the charges were in place and ready to turn the Shield spire into scrap metal. The Night Lord and the rest of the imperial forces left the pack in a hurry and detonated the explosives. The above the hills disappeared and the fleet were now able to rain doom down upon the automated anti-air guns. And so they did. A nearby Wave-class Battleship turned its focus on the now exposed hills and fired all of its canons once or twice. The entire pack was engulfed in fire and explosions. A few of the blasts missed and hit some of the building just outside the pack limit, collapsing under their own weight.

"Good job everyone." The Principes clapped a few of the soldiers on their shoulders before he came to the Sinners. The Principes Stood face to face with Siflion, looking him in the eyes before he slowly extended his hand. "And you Sinners, you did a great job. Hell we probably couldn't have pulled it off without you guys."

"We just did our job; we wouldn't have made it without you and your men either." Smiled Siflion, accepting the hand and shook it. "Now let us get some more troops join the battle and hopefully also some tanks."

"Aye, but you and your squad are needed somewhere else. The Lord of Admirals wants you and the rest of the Sinners gathered up on the Gaia Titan, Darkhive, for some new mission." Siflion nodded and left to prepare his unit for departure.

They got on the first dropship to land at the now completely destroyed pack and were off towards the Darkhive located near the center of the fleet. The fleet had done a great job at ripping the Foreunner defense fleet apart and had forced the enemy to retreat deeper into the Capital, leaving many platform exposed from above, The Empire was winning but not without casualties.

_Ω_

The Night Lords entered a large room filled with large teleport-gates at the opposite side of the doorway they came from. They had been directed to this room as soon as they land on the Darkhive and it appered hey were the last to show up. The other 99 Sinners stood in a half circle in the center of the room around a holographic projection of Aldu Tasmor, the Lord of Admirals, the other SINNER squads looked like they had been fighting some pretty hard battle before they were ordered back to the Darkhive.

"So now that we're all present, I'll begin the briefing." Aldu said as he looked at each of the 110 Sinners who all stood at attention and listened quietly to their commander-in-chief.

"So far our attack on the Capital has been with great success but at the most of thousands of lives. Therefor I want to end this battle quick and easy. You're all going to be deployed by Transport Drop Spires at the Forerunners council building where we have found 'core' of the Enemies data stream if one of you will be able to upload our AI killer computer virus from the core we would kill all the Forerunner AI's in this cursed place." A second holographic image appeared in front of Aldu, showing the council building in the middle surrounded by buildings. The air was clear of warship for the time being but it was only a question about hours before the area would be swarming Forerunner forces. "So to sum it all up, each team will be equipped with the virus; you'll all be teleported near the forerunners headquarters, fight your way to the command center and upload the virus. Is it all understood?" The SINNER nodded. "Good, may our ancestors watch over us all." Aldu said before his holographic image disappeared; the Sinners started preparing for the gates to be activated by the spires computer systems.

Outside, the Darkhive fired eleven spires towards the very center of the Capital. The 24 meter long spires sailed through the air, through countless waves of large antimatter blasts, ionized particle beams explosions and pieces of what once had been proud ships of war from both sides. The spires quickly covered the distance between the Darkhive and the council building, smashing into the roads or nearby building not far away from the Sinners target. The Spires activated their shield and started transmitting the coordinates for the teleportation back to the Darkhive.

"Alright everyone let us end this battle once and for all!" Siflion shouted to all the gathered Sinners as the teleport gates activated, a pitch black/purple glow in the middle with blinding white light as frame. The different Sinner teams charged trough the portal and emerged around the Transport Drop Spires. Siflion was the last to enter his teams' gate and emerged on the edge of what used to be a wall before the spire had smashed through it and most of the room. He took a few steps away from the edge; just to be sure he wouldn't fall down. Behind him was his team securing the nearby rooms for any kind of hostiles. Heloan and a few of her snipers had moved a few floors up to get a better view at the council building just up the street.

"Captain, it doesn't look like the buildings perimeter is heavily guarded at all only a few sentinel patrols." She said over the squads' com-link.

"Thanks you, return to back to us." Heloan said confirmation while Siflion turned to No'el. "How are the other teams doing?"

"Most of them had no problems at all, however the Rune Blades got spotted by a nearby sentinel patrol and had to eliminate it. The enemy knows we're here." Sifion cursed under his breath at the news. Now the Forerunners knew they were here long before he had liked them to know but there nothing he could do about it now.

"We'll proceed as planned and head towards the target. Tell all the other teams that whoever arrives first will head to the command center alone while the others will fend off any enemy reinforcements." No'el nodded and passed the order to the other teams. The Night Lords gathered and headed towards their target.

As Heloan had stated there was only a few patrols of sentinels between them and the council building. The sentinels proved to be no challenge at all, but they served their purpose by slowing down the Sinners for as long as they could.

"Cap, we got three cruisers heading our way." Siflion looked up to the skies and spotted the three cruisers. They would be here soon and unload swarms of sentinels and enforcers down upon their heads if they didn't get the gates soon.

"Damn. Double time everyone!" He called out to everyone in his squad and they pushed forward at a little faster.

_Ω_

Siflion parried another hit from the hardlight blade coming crashing down towards his head with his own hardlight blade. He didn't even have time to try to make a counter move before the machine raised its right arm; its underarm was replaced with a Scattershot shotgun. He managed push the blade away and roll to the left before the machine could split his chest open with its deadly firearm. He finished the roll just to the machines left side and spun around, swinging the sword so he could separate its lower region from its upper only to cut through air as it teleported away from him and up on an balcony high above his head.

"Damnit, get back down here so I rip that ugly head of yours off!" He yelled at it, swinging his sword around as if it would get the machine down again. This machine, a Promethean Battlewagon, had put his patience on one hell of a test. He only got a twisted scream as an answer before it curled up and teleported again.

"Captain, dodge!" One of his teammates shouted. Siflion threw himself forward, almost getting sent flying through the large hall as the Battlewagon appeared beside him and charged with insane speed towards him. This time however he was quicker and swung his blade across its chest, dropping its shields and cutting off one of its arms closer to the chest. It screamed in agony and rage. Before Siflion could turn the blade to finish the Battlewagon off it hit him in the face with its Scattershot, almost breaking his shield and sending him airborne before he landed on the floor a 2 meters away. It screamed at him again, this time revealing the blue-colored-burning-like human skull behind its helmet.

"_What the… That was a human skull! What did the Forerunners do to those we left behind?"_ He thought to himself as he prepared for the Battlewagon to charge him again. It charged with teleporting straight at him but he wouldn't fall for the same trick again and rolled to right angling his sword so the machine charged right into his blade, cleaving itself into two with its own momentum. The machine disintegrated before it even hit the floor, turning into a little glowing ball just hovering above the floor. Siflion let out a breath he hadn't noticed he had hold in. He got back on his feet and looked around the large hall. The rest of his squad was just finishing off their own Promethean Knight.

The knights had suddenly appeared out of nowhere while the Night Lords had been passing through the many halls and chambers that made up most of the council tower. There had been eleven knights, one for each of the Sinners. The fight had been prolonged because of the knights' rapid use of their teleportation capabilities. The knights had used a lot of hit and run tactics, apparently knowing that they wouldn't hold long against the Sinners with brute force alone. But in the end the knights had been no match and was all reduced to glowing orbs scattered around the floor of the hall. At the far end were the heavy blast doors leading into the Forerunners command center.

"Hope that's the last line of defense." No'el said as he rubbed his right arm. His knight had managed to land a heavy kick on it before he was able to split its head in two. "I don't want to fight more of those things for a time." A few others gave their agreement Siflion himself included, they had wasted to much time fighting these weird machines and the longer it took them to get to that command center and upload that virus the more of their brothers and sisters in arms would lose their lives.

The doors was of course lock when they reached it but a short hacking into the doors systems later and the doors opened up like it would for any Forerunner with the required authority. Imperial computer tech had for many millenniums ago surpassed the Forerunners with multiple leaps.

The squad, weapons at the ready, moved into the dimly lit command center, weak light from the holetables was the only light source in the large room. Nothing moved except for the Sinners as they move further into the room, securing from any possible threats.

"Room Clear, cap-" The room was suddenly bathed in light when all the lights in the ceiling came to life and the holotable located in the middle of room brightened and a figure of a blue male Forerunner appeared, the Ancilla Commander.

"How, How are you live? You… you should all have been dead for more than 102.000 years ago." The Ancilla asked, confusion overtaking its face and with eyes of defeat. The Sinners ignored it and searched for a portal they could upload the virus from.

"ANSWER ME!" Sparks sprung from most of the computer equipment, the Ancilla Commanders own form flicking a bit and taking a permanent lighter red color. The Sinners shielded their heads from the sparks with raised hands. Siflion ordered the others to keep searching the now damaged equipment. Meanwhile he turned to the heavy panting Ancilla on the holotable.

"How we survived doesn't matter now, only that we're here to get our revenge for what your masters did so many years ago." He moved up to the table, towering over the AI's form. "Now tell me where I can find your cowardly creators. Since it seems like they ran away from here before we came."

The AI chuckled a little, hearing this, and shook his head.

"Well they aren't here and I don't know where they have gone off too. So… " The AI looked at the other Sinner spotting that they had found an operational portal to upload their foul virus and was doing said uploading right now. The Sinners reported that the virus had successfully uploaded and was now racing through the entire network that spawned the Capital, slowly eating the AIs away. This also happened to the Ancilla Commander, his feet and lower legs slowly disappearing and moving up towards the rest of his body. "…I just have this to say to you all… Get OUT OF MY COMMANDCENTER!"

A portal quickly can together at one of the walls and activated, sucking the Sinner like a hole in a window on a spaceship in space. One by one the Night Lords was sucked in and consumed by the whirling vortex. The portal deactivated when all of the Night Lords was gone. The Ancilla Commander grinning madly before what was left of his head disappeared forever. The Humans had finally won the battle of the Capital.

_Ω_

The 03/15/2581. Growth: Unknown location.

Siflion and the rest of his men slowly came back from unconsciousness. Just by the look of the designs in the floor could Siflion guess that they were somewhere in some kind of Forerunner facility. However it was clear they were not alone here. The noises of insect wings flapping and other weird sounds made the Sinners look around them. They were standing on a raised podium pushed up against one of the rooms four walls with a large portal powering down behind them. The floor and the three other walls were covered with different life forms. Some looked like giant insects that were all over the walls. On the floor in front of the podium was what looked like an ugly cross between a bird, a lizard and… something else along with some oversized apes wearing some kind of fancy looking armor. All of the three races were either bowing or kneeing before the Sinners.

At the very front of the gathered races was a large kneeing ape in Golden armor and a large hammer in one of his hands, probably the leader. The golden cladded ape raised his head, looking at the Sinners I awe before he spoke.

"Praise you, holy ones for letting us bath in your eternal glory. We…" The ape spread out his free hand, gesturing to the gathered aliens. "are but your lowly servants who seek your unmatched wisdom so that we, one day, can ascend to the higher reals just like you did. For you are the Forerunners, our gods."

The Sinners stood in complete silence while the ugly ape spoke. The Speech had shaken them a little. To think that there was races worshiping the Forerunners as their gods.

"Sir what do we do?" One of the Night Lords asked over their com-system.

"That's an easy question. We kill them all for worshipping the wrong 'gods'." Siflion said with disgust and hatred before grabbing his hardlight blade, activating it, and jumped at the gold cladded ape, the sword high above his head. His squad followed right behind him, their weapons raised for the coming slaughter.
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A world of past glory

The 03/14/2581. Orion arm, unnamed system

Near the very borders of the Milky Way galaxy in the Orion Arm rested a solar system like all the other that made up the galaxy but unlike many others this one had been very special and would be it again. This system had a dark past but had also been the very heart of a once mighty civilization, a place of great beauty, culture and power. Now it was dead, almost devoid of even the lowest form of life. This system was the old capital system of the Prehistoric Human Empire. And now they had return to their once beautiful worlds.

Numerous slipspace vortexes opened up a few thousand kilometers from the gravity well that the old capital world, Charum Hakkor, generated. Through these portals came thousands if not hundreds of thousands of warships and transport ships in all seizes. A Gaia Titan-class fleet carrier exited from the largest of the vortexes, followed closely by a few smaller vessels. The sheer size of the carrier made the other ships look like tiny bugs in compensation. The massive ship opened a few of its many hangar bays and dozens of trios of Scythe gunboats shot out at great speed, spreading out through the solar system to scout and patrol for enemy activity.

On the bridge of the massive carrier stood Admiral Shan Qruall and second in command of this fleet. He was responsible for the fleets movements went smoothly and without too much trouble. He preferred of course not to encounter any problems at all but that was just dream won't come true of course. The plan for this fleet was to split up into countless smaller fleets and scout some of their old important systems for Flood or Forerunner activity while a few Atlas-class ultra-heavy transporters would begin to set up automated defense systems around the solar system and construct minor repair docks, in case some ships would be damaged during the coming raids on forerunner controlled worlds after the smaller fleets have reported back from their scouting missions.

So here he stood in front of his command chair and looked at the large hologram that displayed the entire solar system, a few bridge officers stood around the large circular hologram projector and gave orders to the rest of the fleet. The hologram focused in on the fleet as it slowly entered orbit around Charum Hakkor to await further orders. Admiral Qruall was in a rather bad mood. He had been so ever since the fleet departed from Fortenchos Gate, the end of the only safe path into the open star cluster that made up the human empire. Why he was mad could be answered quite easily. It was because the real commander of the fleet was missing. Of course he couldn't really complain to the commander. She was after all the Empress and the ruler of the empire. Add to it that she said she would have a few thousand Praetorian Guards tagging along with her. Qruall really didn't want to get on the bad side of those guards if the rumors about them were anywhere true. Qruall shivered at the dark and disturbing rumors of the royal guard. Many new members of the imperial palace servants have ended up dead within the first few weeks of their work because they had accidently entered a forbidden area or something like that and then had been so infinitely unlucky that a Praetorian Guard had spotted them and executed the poor servants on the spot. During the Great Rebellion, where the outer worlds and most of the Sinners had rebelled against the crown, the Guard had bombarded a city with more than 1 billion citizens just to kill 3 to 5 Sinners that was hiding somewhere in the city and just to make sure that all rebels had been dealt with, they proceeded to butcher everyone else on the planet, rebel or not.

So Admiral Qruall had all reason to not voice his complains about the Empress being away from the fleet she was support to lead. But for now he had other things to take care of and instead pondered about how to split the fleet into raiding and scouting fleets. An alarm pulled him back from his thoughts and he looked at the large circular hologram. Somehow an unknown heavy cruiser sized ship had appeared right next to his own ship and was making its way up to the front. All personal on the massive bridge had been stunned by the sudden appearance of the unknown ship, no slipspace activity had been reported, but it only took them a second or two to shake off the shock and rushed to their posts to get the massive carrier ready for combat and boarding attempts. But a communication officer could soon after report that the unknown ship was transmitting a high level security code that marked it as friendly. The crew and its captain could sign in relief that it wasn't some kind of Forerunner or Flood scouting party but everyone's jaw nearly hit the floor when the cruiser sized ship came into view through the large windows at the front of the massive bridge.

Admiral Shan Qruall would ever have believed it if anyone had told him that this legendary ship was really the real deal. Right in front of his flagship, no more than a kilometer or two, was a sleek and elegant designed ship, its hull seemingly made in one piece of some kind of metal that Qruall never had seen or heard of before. More than half of the ship was formed into one giant canon, the dreaded slipspace canon. This ship was the legendary Mystery-class warship. With his trained eyes on ship types, seizes and roles, Qruall would say that is type of ship would act best as some kind of heavy support role. It was after all only armed with four heavy antimatter canons, a number of anti-fighter batteries of a design completely unknown to him and as stated before the slipspace canon. The size of the crew couldn't be that big considering that only the midsection seemed like it could hold any kind of crew at all. He would guess that it maximum could hold a bit over a thousand at most.

The admiral was pulled out of his train of thoughts again this time at the sound of the Mystery-class trying to hail him. It took him a few moments before he had collected himself and ordered a communication officer to open a channel.

A window facing Qruall appeared on the large circular hologram. Qruall let out a small gasp when he saw who had appeared on the screen and quickly threw himself down to one knee and turned his head away from the holographic projector. Everyone else on the bridge looked confused at their admiral before they too looked at the screen and quickly fell to their knee and looked away, just like the admiral, in outmost respect. A light laughter as sweet as the finest honey was heard over the speakers before the Empress, Juel Talma, spoke.

"Rise everyone and return to your posts." Juel said to everyone with a small smile. All on the bridge got on their feet, bowed a final time, and returned to their work, all besides Admiral Shan Qruall who stood idly and waited for whatever the Empress had to tell him.

"So Admiral Qruall, surprised to see me already?" The smile widened on her lips as she tried to get more comfortable on the small throne that Qruall thought was the command chair of her ship, she was after all clad in her praetorian combatsuit. Just to the right behind the throne stood the Royal Commander of the Praetorian Guard, AAA-707. The only indication that it was him was the small cape with the symbol of the Praetorian Guard hanging from his left shoulder down to his wrist, covering most of the left side of his chest, his entire left arm and the left side of his back. Without this cape he would look completely like all other male Praetorian guards. As always he stood completely still, not moving a muscle and just stared straight forward with his hands folded behind his back. It gave Qruall the chills whenever that guy showed up.

"Y-yes your highness, I'm very surprised to see that you have already arrived." Qruall forced himself to look away from the Royal Commander and turn his attention on the Empress. "I was told that you would be delayed and therefor passed command of the fleet to me."

"Yes, I was delayed, admiral. I just needed to get this ship in fighting condition before I moved out with my honor guard and joined up with the fleet." Juel said while waving a hand in the air as if getting a 75 millennia old legendary warship outfitted for combat once more was nothing special to her.

"R-right... So now that your have arrived what is your order, your highness?" Qruall asked. The empress didn't answer right away but instead turned her head a little to see something out of Qruall view through his side of the transmission.

"According my crews scans of Charum Hakkor, our dear old capital, there is no traces of life of any kind on the planet. The entire the ecosystem have collapsed but there should still be ruins of our old civilization scattered across the continents." She turned her attention back on the admiral. "I want to go down there and see them with my own eyes. Would you like to accompany me, Admiral Shan Qruall?" The admiral nodded. How could he ever decline a request from her majesty? But being in the present of the Praetorian Guard wasn't something he was looking forward to.

"O-of course your majesty, I'll depart right away." Juel just nodded before ending the transmission. Qruall to a deep breath before giving command to his second and ordered his personal guard to meet him in one of the many hangers.

A few minutes later a Shadow Wasp dropship left the massive fleet carrier heading towards Charum Hakkor. Half way there it was joined by another dropship, taking the lead and guiding Qrualls own dropship to the ground.

_Ω_

Qruall walked down the ramp of his dropship, now fully dressed in his Triarii combatsuit, closely followed by a squad of Principes troops. Qruall noticed that Juel and her troops had already exited their own dropship not far away. Juel stood near the edge of a cliff looking down at the valley below in her elegant Praetorian armor, created just for her shape, now with its helmet on. Her spiked steel colored crown was attached to her helmet, shining beautifully from the rays of the low hanging sun. Like AAA-707 the spiked crown was the lonely indication that it was empress Juel. Qruall stopped for a moment to take in the beauty of the scenery in front of him. He quickly got his servitor to take a photo and save it. It wasn't every day that you got to experience such a view with the empress of all people after all. He walked towards his empress but was stopped a few meters away from her when the Royal Commander stepped in between them, his hard light halberd hung loosely in his right hand. The admiral gulped as the pitch black visor stared straight into his very being, scanning him for any weaknesses and debating how to finish him off the quickest way possible. Minutes passed by without anyone moving and simply stared at each other until AAA-707 suddenly moved to the side and gesturing for him to move forward. Qruall hesitated for a few moments. The sudden move from the Royal Commander seemed so random. Qruall Shook his head and pulled himself together and step forward, past the commander of Praetorian Guard, who kept sending armor piercing stares at his back.

Qruall stopped a few steps behind Juel and bowed respectfully. "Your majesty." He said before standing up again. A hand gestured from Juel told him stand by her side. He moved to her right and looked out over the huge valley beneath them. Once a large river had cut the great valley in two but the river was now as dry as a dessert and like everywhere else on the planet, devoid of life. Ruins from a city could be seen on both sides of the river. A few craters was scattered across the valley where large energy blast had hit the ground from orbit.

"What happened here?" Qruall asked out loudto no one practically. Of course he already knew the answer to his question. It must have been a Forerunner bombing but why would have bombed the city like that? As far as he could tell the city had no strategic value at all and it didn't seem like it had had the strength to withstand any kind of major assault. He guessed that the city had tried to surrender to the Forerunners in the hopes that they would spare their lives. Sadly they had thought wrong and they had paid with their lives for that mistake. The battle had taken place more than a hundred thousand years ago so he could be gravely mistaken.

"There's another place I need visit before we return from to the fleet." Juel said before she turned on her heels and headed back towards her dropship, the praetorian guards following at a slow phase.

"And there's that, if I may ask, your majesty?" Qruall turned his back to the valley and dead city and moved towards his men, who all stood near his personal dropship.

Juel looked over her shoulder and shot the admiral a small smile, or that's what Qruall thought he did under that pitch black visor. "Oh nowhere important, just making sure that a sudden prisoner still is in its cell that's all." Qruall stopped for a moment process what his Empress had just said to him. His eyes widen when realized who she was talking about.

"Your majesty, are you referring to THAT?" Juel had made up the ramp of her ship and turned to face the admiral.

"Yes, yes I am." The ramp closed and the Empress ship took off with great speed. Qruall signed to himself and made his way into his ship before ordering it to follow the Empress.

_Ω_

Juel, Qruall and their troops stood in a large empty hall deep down under the surface of the planet. Juel was boiling with rage and it was rubbing off on her guard through the telepathic network they shared. Ancestors have mercy on those who boarded the Empress' flagship right now. They would be ripped to pieces. Qruall and his soldiers had moved far into the background as to not be the target of the rage that radiated from royal guards.

"Where? Where is it!?" Juel yelled at the top of her lungs, her voice echoing in the empty hall. "Where's the stasis chamber with the Prisoner of Charum Hakkor?" Juel yelled again and looked in the direction of qruall and his men. Her death stare of rage was soon followed be all the praetorian guards. Qruall and his soldiers took a few steps back of fear.

"M-maybe… Maybe the Forerunners took it?" It was all he could come up with at the moment but to his disappointment the Empress shook her head.

"No, the Forerunners would have been able to move it." She dropped the death stare and relaxed, as did the praetorian guards much to everyone's joy. "The stasis chamber was attached to Precursor constructs and this actually leads to my next question. Do you know what it is, admiral?" Juel kicked to ruble on the floor before looking back at Qruall, waiting for an answer.

"N-no, your majesty, I don't." Qruall shook his head. Juel laughed at that and Qruall could only look confused at her. When her laugher died out she titled her head to the side and gave him her question.

"Charum Hakkor was home to countless Precursor structures and ruins but have you seen any since we arrived?" She was right. Charum Hakkor was once covered by precursor structures but so far they had only seen what was left of their own civilizations ruins. Precursor constructs was said to be indestructible so what had happened to them? Unknown to Qruall he would figure it out a lot faster than he had thought. Juel and the Praetorian Guard froze for but a second but it was long enough for Qruall to notice it. One of the guards suddenly pulled out a cube shaped machine, no larger than it could fit in the guard's hand, and threw it into the air in front of Juel. The cube stopped midair and started to glow from all sides before it released a pulse of energy and created a true copy of the solar system.

"What's happening?" Asked Qruall when he got closer to Juel.

"Some of the servitors on my ship detected a small abnormally in the systems celestial bodies' rotation around the sun." Juel said as lines and curves appeared on the hologram they stood inside of, showing how Charum Hakkor and other celestial bodies should have been. The celestial bodies started to move backwards while insane and nearly impossible calculations were solved here and there until it all came to a stop and a new object had appeared on the hologram. A massive ring shaped construct, 30.000 kilometers in diameter, clearly of Forerunner design had entered the system through a slipspace portal. A Halo.

"W-what is that?" Qruall almost whispered. Juel just shook her head "Whatever it is it's what destroyed the Percursor structures and wiped out all life in the system. That is if the scans are correct of course." Juel signed and shook her head. She felt sick that the Forerunners could do something like that and for what purpose? Had their ancestors put up that much of a fight to have driven the Forerunners to such extreme measures? Or was it something else entirely… The Flood perhaps. The Prisoner had clearly escaped from its prison because of that ring. What had happened after that was impossible to say at the moment. She needed to get in touch with the Lord of Admirals Aldu Tasmor. Hopefully he had successfully conquered the Capital by now or at least gathered some information about the status of Forerunner and Flood activities in the galaxy. But right now she needed this planet and the others terraformed so they could begin preparations for colonization.

"Admiral, order the fleet to launch all Orbs of Life at once. I want all solid planets habitable within 48 hours" With that said she headed towards the exit and back to the surface.

_Ω_

The two Shadow Wasps soon left the thermosphere of Charum Hakkor just in time to spot the last of the hundreds of small stations surrounding the planet. As soon as the two dropships were a few hundred kilometers away from the Orbs of Life a powerful energy field spread out from all of them, enclosing the planet. Time inside the circular dome sped to hundreds of thousands of times faster than normal. Matter converters on the stations changed the very surface and layers of the planet. Desserts turned into seas and the once scotched and barren earth turned into fertile land. All this happen over the next 10 hours. First the surprise attack on the Capital and now the colonization of their old capital system. The Prehistoric Human Empire had truly returned. And Juel could not stop herself from letting an evil smile cross her lips as she sat on her throne and lusted for Forerunner blood and the destruction of everything they had ever created.


	6. The war begin

**Author note: Hallo everyone. I finally got through this chapter but now its finally here at last. Well hope you all like it and as always please comment so I can know what you think of it.**

The war begins

_Everything around her was burning, like hell itself had raised from the ground. Everywhere were burning skyscrapers falling apart, in the war torn street were the burned remains of corpses of humans, sangheilies and all the other races of the Covenant. Distant explosions, battle and cries of pain could be heard far away as thick pillars of smoke rose high into the sky from the human city Cortana was standing in._

_She stood in the middle of a destroyed street, a few remains of cars, tanks even Wraiths could be seen down the long street. She was wearing her MJOLNIR Armor without her helmet but it was badly damaged, burn makes and scratches were all over it. She herself didn't look much better; her face was dirty from sweat, blood and dirt. In her right hand was her broken combat knife._

_At the far end of the street was damaged tower extending high above the other building. For some reason she had a feeling that she needed to go there and fast. So she started moving down street of death as fast as he injured legs could carry her. Every time she came upon a crossroad would she look down the other ways just to see the same kind of death and destruction as the street she was currently walking down on. On rare occasions would she think that she saw some kind of dark red figure starring at her from the corner of an alley or peaking from behind a burned out tank or car. She stopped and released a heavy sigh and sucked in the smoke filled hot air and looked up at the sky. The sky was covered in thick red cloud, as if the clouds themselves were on fire. She could just make out the forms of both UNSC and Covenant ships but also a few types she had never seen before inside the cloud layers, probably locked in a bloody battle._

_"Hurry… You must hurry… They need you..." Cortana gave a low yelp in freight when she heard the echoing of a thousand of whispering voices, each one seeming to fight for dominance. She tried to locate where they came from but it had sounded like it came from everywhere at the same time._

_"W-who's there? Show yourself!" She yelled, her voice echoing in the silent streets of death._

_"You need to hurry…" The whispers said again, this time from the direction of the tower. She didn't know why but something made her move again, like the whispers were pulling her that way. She limped forward as fast as her legs would take her and soon found herself inside the towers lobby._

_The lobby was filled with large crudely piled bodies of humans and aliens, mixed colored blood sipping out beneath them, blocking all other ways than to an open lift. Most of all she wanted to puke by the sheer amount of gore in front of her and the rotten smell of decaying flesh that followed with piles of dead. But like before the whispers pushed her forward into the lift and made her push the only bottom on the display, the top floor._

_The lift rose to the top of the tower giving her a great view over the ruined city. Here and there could fighting be seen as the dark streets were illuminated from the flashes of grenades, plasma rounds and other energy based weapons. Far away, near the outskirts of the large ruined city could an Infinity-class warship been seen cutting through the cloud layer and crashing down towards the ground, fires coming out of dozens of holes in it hull. The scene before her shook her, to see not only all of this death but also because of the Infinity-class warship, the mark of humanities skills to overcome anything, going down in flames._

_"Come." Cortana turned around on her heels when she heard the whispers again and readied herself with her broken combat knife only to see that the lift and the surrounding wall had been replaced by a wall of broken glass windows with a set of glass doors, one of them fallen off its hinges and now lied smashed on the floor, leading out to large half circular balcony. At the far end of the balcony stood a muscular dark red humanoid figure, like it was covered from head to toe in old dried blood. A pair of large white eyes with no irises whatsoever stared her dead in the eyes were the only things decorating its face. Small tentacles appeared around its body and seemed to move a little at their own free will, like a tail on a cat or a dog. Its fingers and toes were replaced with razor sharp claws which looked like they could cut through armor plates with little to no effort. Where the mouth should have been began to crack and created a large mouth, as the dried blood colored slim-like skin moved either up or down, forming large sharp fangs. And it spook again, this time far louder, but still with thousands of different voices, than the whispers until now._

_"You…you must hurry." The strange alien/monster said, with no emotions in its many voices. "You need to Choose."_

_"Choose?" Cortana asked in confusion, she shook her head. "Who and what are you anyway?" She demanded to know. The being didn't answer her questions and simply raised its right arm and pointed at something to the left of Cortana. She followed the pointing finger and gasped at what she saw. There on a metal beam fought her father, John-117, with an energy sword in hand against what looked like a large male human clad in an advanced jet black combat suit, this person had what looked like a katana made out of hardened dark blue light as his weapon. It was easy to see that her father was fighting a losing battle._

_Cortana was about to rush to aid her father but stopped when she heard the strange being spoke once more._

_"Or choose her." It lowered it right arm and lifted its left one and pointed in the opposite direction of her father and his losing dual._

_To the left was her mother, Julia, fighting, yet again with an energy sword, what looked like a female human. This time the unknown human was clad in a white and deep sky blue armor with a shining steel colored crown with spikes attached to the top of her helmet. In her hands was what looked like a large halberd with the same kind of hardened colored light. Like her father, her mother was fighting a losing battle._

_Cortana turned back at the dark red being in front of her. "So you want me to choose who of my parents live or die?" The being gave a small nodded._

_"Choose quickly… Time is running out for both of them." The alien answered, coldly and without any hints of emotion._

_Cortana weighted her options. There was no way she could save both of them; the chance of saving both of them was simply too small to make it possible for her to pull it off. Thoughts and calculations raced through her head at a speed that could rival modern slipspace travel. In the end she couldn't come to an outcome where she could save them both, no matter what she tried. She let go of the breath she had been holding the entire time before she gave her answer._

_"I-I can't choose between my parents… I-I love them both too much choose between them." She said to the being. Its eyes narrowing, rage boiling in its grace as it glared at her with the power of a super MAC._

_"Then… Everyone will die!" It yelled at the top of its lungs, just as both of Cortanas parents let out a scream of pain as they were cut down without mercy by their opponents. Cortana closed her eyes tight and pressed her hands against her ears, trying in vain block out their dying screams. When she opened her eyes again she stared straight into the face of the dark red being before it opened its mouth wide, revealing the long sharp fangs and rushed to bit her face clean off. Cortana could only scream in pure terror before the beings teeth cut its way into her flesh._

_Ω_

The 03/13/2581. Growth: UNSC and Separatists hideout.

Cortana awoke with a scream of terror, combat knife ripped out from under her pillow and clustered in her right hand, as she spotted a shadow moving in the corner of her view. She flung the knife at the shadow with another scream. The sound of metal against metal and after that, the sound of metal digging deep into rock and dirt was heard and the shadow stumbled back into the wall and down on the ground. Cortana panted heavily and waited, not moving a single muscle, in anxiety for the shadow to move again but became a bit confused when she heard the shadow groan a bit. Cortana shook her head and reached for a flashlight near her sleeping bag and turned it on and pointed it at the shadow. The shadow turned out to be one of the Special Operation Sangheilis from one of the teams under Rak Vadams command. Right now the poor Sangheili was sitting on its butt, its back and head resting on the rough dirt wall. It was massaging the back of its head, probably because it hit it when the Sangheili tried to get away from the lethal knife. The knife had nearly buried itself into its forehead. Luckily the knife had only left a scratch on its helmet. That would be the Twelfth scratch the helmet had received from flying knifes during the almost two months that the Sangheili and the Spartan had known each other.

"Oh shit!" Was the only thing Cortana could think of as she got out of her sleeping bag and rushed over to the groaning Sangheili. Luckily for her, she was still wearing her scaled under-suit that covered her body from the toes to her jaw. Being locked inside the same under-suit for the past two months without anything else to change into, not that she was allowed to anyway, didn't really suit her well. At least the under-suit had a few cool mechanisms that prevented her from smelling like a sweaty Jiralhanae and keeping her body more or else clear.

The dark red armored Sangheili was still on the floor when she reached him. He shook his head a few times before trying to back on his feet.

"I take it you had another bad dream again huh. If this keeps up then my head will soon be nailed to that wall" The Special ops Sangheili said, pointing at the hilt of combat knife sticking out of the dirt wall.

Cortana looked away to hide the red color forming on her cheeks. "W-well at least you get some training in dodging fly objects towards your head right? You have improved your reflexes."

The Special ops let out a small laugh before he headed for the opening into Cortanas 'quarters', the same entrance he had used when he went in while she slept. The Sangheili turned his head and looked at her over his shoulder.

"Today's briefing will begin in an hour at the debriefing hall, be there on time." It said rather cold but with no trace of true hostility before disappearing through the opening.

Cortana let out a sigh. She hated this place, this so called base of operations that she and her team and the other ODST teams shared with the Covenant Separatists under Raks command. The base itself had been, at least looked like, an old mining site near a lonely mountain in the planet wide jungle with a few tunnels digging a good two hundred meters into the planet. The Separatists had, with the help of some advanced mining and digging equipment, cut out living quarters, an armory, a mess hall, a debriefing hall and so on before their human allies had arrived. A small chamber had even been dug out for the machine that could fasten the Spartans armor or take it off of them when they weren't on missions.

Cortana went about her morning rituals before leaving her room and heading for the small chamber where she could get armor on. The walk was a brief tour and nothing really happen. She met a few spec Grunts that eagerly greeted her. Most of the grunts in the base had over the past two months taken a liking in their human allies and had been the first the different separatist races to truly open up the humans. Surprisingly, even for the other alien races, the second race to open up was the Hunters. The rumor was that after a successful mission where the 3 meter tall Reach 6, Second Lieutenant Lucas Esbjörnsson, and a pair of hunters, had fought together against some overwhelming odds and survived, had returned to base and sat down in a corner in the mess hall had discussed and written poetry together. The day after all the Hunters seem to be in a better mood around humans compared to the other races expect the Sangheilis of course.

Cortana finally reached the small chamber had Duke, her AI companion, appeared on a small holopad on the machine.

"Thank my creators you're finally here." He called out as soon as Cortana came close to the machine. "Get in so I can put on that armor of yours on you so I can get out of here, it's so boring here."

Cortana complied and stepped into the machine and Duke started the programs. The machine came to life and gathered the last set of MJOLNIR (GEN2) mark II armor and placed the pieces on her body in fast and accurate movements. Less than a minute last stepped a full armored and battle ready Cortana out of the machine. She took Dukes chip out of the machine and placed it in the slot in the back of her helmet, giving the AI access to all of the armors systems. The Spartan and AI left the machine and the small chamber behind them and headed for the debriefing hall.

The hall was almost filled to its limit when Cortana entered through its reinforced doors. Sangheilis and Grunts made up most of the beings inside the hall. After them were the human ODST teams and the almost full team of Spartans. Six pair of Hunters could also be seen scattered around in their representative pairs, one of them talking with Esbjörnsson. Special translators for the Lekgolos, the worms the hunters were made up of, had been develop over the years after the Human-Covenant war. The other Separatist races were in a dire need for a more effective way to communicate with their greatest and maybe their only advantages over the Loyalists. Having superior numbers of nearly 4 meter tall and 5 tons heavy infantry with big guns and near impenetrable armor and capable of fielding more Scarabs than your hated enemy was a great way to give the middle finger right in the face of prophets and their loyal dogs.

Cortana moved through the crowd of aliens towards where most of her team stood, Tay Adams, Reach 1 and team leader of her team, was nowhere to been seen. Warrant Officer Ashley Downhill, Reach 5 and the team's assault specialist, was bragging loudly to a few Elites about her role in the Battle for Janus Key while Major Nikolay Jackson, Reach 2 and second-in-command, was shaking his head because of Ashley overdramatizing everything. The last member of the group was Alex Bush, Reach 4 and the team's demolition expert, who was in the middle of checking a M319 Grenade Launcher, tried to look as bored as humanly possible, the same way he always looked, except when he was blowing things up.

Cortana could still remember the first time she was witness to one of his so called ambush demolitions. It had been a small operation here on Growth about a month back where her team had be ordered to terminate an important convoy of some sort and Alex had more or less rushed on ahead to plant lots of big roadside bombs before the unsuspecting Covenant Loyalists arrived. When the loyalist finally came by they were blown away before they could even blink an eye. Burning body parts and pieces of melted metal flew in every direction, those who survived screamed in agony all the while Alex Bush was smiling like he had seen an incredible beautiful sun down. It was a wonder that he didn't shed a single tear.

Cortana reached her team just in time to hear Tay call out over the chatter of the crowd for silence when he and Rak Vadam entered the hall together. The crowd fell silent and the two commanding officers walked up to the wall farthest from where Cortana and the rest of her team stood. A large holoscreen covered most of the wall and was large enough for everyone, even those who stood farthest away, to see what would happen on the screen. The screen turned on by a command from Rak, showing the Forerunner planet they current was fighting on, Growth, and the surrounding space around it. The three fleets, (the human, separatist and loyalist fleets) in orbit of the planet during nothing more than staring daggers at their foes at the time being. The ground was an entirely other thing. Information on the various frontlines popped up constantly. Information on movements, fortifications, reinforcements and supply lines on both sides were only a small part of the displayed information. Essentially all the kind of info an infiltration unit, like them self, could dream of to greatly ruin the day for the enemy commander.

"Alright, ladies and gentlemen, we got a mission today." Yelled Tay while he typed in a few commands, making the information streams disappear and zooming in on a specific area not too far from their hideout, a little under two days march. The area on the screen cleared to a better resolution and revealed a large forerunner complex pushed up the side of a small mountain, a small river running not far from the front of the complex.

"This Site became active half an hour ago. We don't really know what is happening over there but a slipspace signal is being transmitted to it somewhere deep inside the facility." Rak said, stepping forward taking over the speech while the screen changed again revealing the forerunner facility as a large underground maze stretching hundreds of kilometers into the planet.

"The signal is being received around here" Rak pointed at a small chamber somewhere near the bottom of the facility.

"However, we're not the only ones to have noticed this activity. The Loyalists are preparing to move in just like us but they will get there before us a day or a half at best." The screen changed to the surface and showed a loyalist outpost not far from complex and a few loyalist warships moving closer from orbit to drop off troop transports for planet fall.

"So we're going to launch an assault on the facility after we have observed our enemies positions and defenses around the structure. Other intels that we have gathered for the past half hour says that the enemy commander, Rulatus, is overseeing the fortifications himself. According to the records we have on him he's as smart as he's ruthless so stay look out for traps and other tricks. That's all. We move out in 2 hours, dismiss." Said Tay before all got up and headed out to the armories.

_Ω_

The 03/14/2581. Growth: Near the Forerunner facility

Cortana was sitting on one the highest branches on one of the tallest trees in the area, her back resting against the trees trunk. She observed the fortified entrance to the Forerunner complex through the scope of her sniper rifle. The loyalist had literally turned the place into a fortress with barricades, towers, long range jamming devices, mortar and anti-air Wraiths, a few Ghost, and lots and lots of Jiralhanae, Yanme'es and Kig-yars. Cortana let out a small whistle in impression.

"That Rulatus knows how to build a fort, that's for sure." Cortana said while is looked around a bit more.

"Have you found any weak points in their defenses?" Tay asked over the radio. He and the rest of her team were waiting for her not so far from the tree. The ODST teams and the separatist forces had taken cover in the dense vegetation in front of the river that separated the allied forces from the ancient complex.

"Hm looks like the Loyalists have heavier patrols to our right. I would recommend that we moved our forces a bit further to the left and crossed the river there sir." Cortana suggested while taking another look at the fortifications. But the river will grow slightly larger the further we go left."

"Roger that Cortana, you'll stay put and report on their movements while I inform our allies about moving further to left before crossing the river, Tay out" Tay called over radio before closing the link. If Cortana didn't already know that their stealthy forces were moving around of what signs to look for she wouldn't have noticed that there was a force of nearly 80 walking right below her. The Hunters were of course walking further behind her position so that they wouldn't attract any attention, something that they seemed to be rather unhappy about since they would be the last to enter the fight and get some reaping and tearing done.

"Alright everyone is in position. Prepare to cross the river on my signal… now!" Tay ordered over the force general channel and almost at the same time was a few chains of floats thrown out across the river. Each floater was supported by a large number of tiny repulsor engines, keeping the float over the water under the heavy weight of the Sangheilis. The allied stealth troops crossed the river soon after the chains of floats had reached the other shore by jumping from float to float. When the troops had all crossed the assault began. The sangheili and Spartans stormed out of the low vegetation, taking the loyalist forces by surprise and gunning down as many loyalist soldiers as possible. Following right behind them came an angry mob of special operation Unggoies. Rains of needle, plasma and Fuel Rod fire rained down upon the unlucky Loyalist forces that were in the Unggoies line of sight.

Meanwhile Cortana was busy emptying clip after clip with her sniper rifle, most shots making their way through the head of her target. She was soon out of bullets and the loyalists were still trying to push back the allied force with little luck.

Seeing no reason staying in the tree now that her sniper was out of ammo she swung the rifle over her back, the magnetic locks locking the rifle in place she began make her way over to the nearest float by jumping from tree to tree like she was the queen of the jungle.

Cortana landed heavily on the ground leaving two small craters where she had landed on her feet and ran to the floaters. Like the other soldiers she jumped from floater to floater. Up ahead she could hear the sound of fighting and the agonizing screams of the dying. Cortana jumped one last time and landed of the soft muddy ground, her heavy boots sinking a little into the wet ground. She drew her M6 pistol and move quickly through the vegetation and out into the open field in front of the Forerunner complex.

The Loyalist had been pushed back to the entrance of the complex, taking heavy casualties from the onslaught of the allied races. Cortana dodged a few stray shots and picked up an old brute plasma rifle from a dead Jiralhanae major. There were at least 60 shots left when her armor had completed analyzing the weapon.

She fired a few shot with the plasma rifle, killing two Kig-Yar minors before she threw herself in cover behind the ruins of what had once been the top platform of a watchtower. To her left was Rak taking a few bust shots over the cover with his storm rifle.

"So uhm commander how are you doing?" She asked not really knowing what to ask the young Sangheili and had simply spilled the first thing coming to her mind, much to her own frustration.

"What do you mean, little demon?" Rak looked back at her while a few plasma rounds smashed harmlessly against their cover. "What does it look like I'm doing?" He stood up again and let out a burst of plasma, a Jiralhanae minor falling dead to the ground with numerous bleeding holes and burns on its chest.

"Look pretty much to me like you're owning the battlefield and handing the loyalist their asses." A snort was all she received as an answer before Rak gave orders to push forward once again. The loyalist turned and fled to the Forerunner ruin they so desperately tried to defend. Many of the loyalists that turned and ran never got inside the ruin and simply ended up decorating the metal floor with their blood and dead bodies. Cortana teamed up her squad again before most of the allied forces headed into the ruin and deep into the ground.

_Ω_

Ca. an hour later

Siflion sat on the small stair watching as his troops took samples and scans of the dead aliens and their equipment that they slain when they had awoken after their trip through a Forerunner portal. The small hall was a complete mess. Blood and body parts were everywhere and it had been hard for him to find a clean spot to sit down and relax a bit.

"Hey Captain" No'el called from one of the halls corners. No'el stood over the golden clad ape thing that had spoken to them before Siflion had cut its left arm off and then followed up quickly with decapitating the ugly beast and kicking its body into the aliens behind it. "What is it No'el?" Siflion called back.

Siflion could almost see the stupid smile on No'els face when lifted the large hammer that the ape had used as its weapon. Holding it out in front of him like it was the pet he never got when he was a kid. "Can I keep it?"

"N… you know what just keep it for now. I think the eggheads back home still would like to have a look at that primitive type of weapon." No'el grinned like a small kid before he started searching for something among all the gore and let out an "ARH HA" and showed everyone the head of the hammers previous owner. No'el then proceed to fasten the head to the hammers blade with some wire he found from ancestors know where. How he got the head strapped on to the hammer with wire would Siflion not even go into details about only that it was messy and very bloody.

"There! All done." the head now dangling from the hammerhead before No'el placed the massive hammer on his back the gravity locks holding it in place right beside his rifle. Siflion shook his head.

"No'el have I ever told you that you're the craziest assassin I have ever met?" No'el nodded his head a few times. "657 times or 660 if we count that one time on Gul'dor Marloc. I keep count... It has become a bit of a hobby." No'el said as he inspected what was left of the upper has of a Yanme'e.

"Right." Siflion said and turned to Heloan. "Heloan I want someone to make a pulse scan of this facility. I don't want us running around in a Forerunner facility on an unknown planet without knowing if there could be more of those lunatics walking its halls." Heloan nodded and stepped into the middle of the room spread her arms out the sides. Her shield flared bright before it exploded and a shockwave of energy spread out in all dictations. She stood there for a few moments before she let her arms fall down again. She grabbed a holo cube from a pocket and threw it into the air. The hall was bathed in the light of the hologram. Slowly the corridors and halls of the Forerunner facility appeared as Heloans servitor processed the data from the energy pulse. Eleven green dots indicated the Night Lords position. They were deep down in the facility. Numerous yellow dots were spread throughout the facility. And then there were the red dots. Forerunners. The red dots along with a number of yellow dots were making their way down the facility.

"Well looks like we'll get to kill some Forerunners after." A sinister smile crossed Siflions face. "Alright folks let us go give those Forerunners a very warm welcome" he drew his rifle and activated it before heading for the doors out of the hall. His soldiers forming up behind him with evil smiles of their own. Forerunner blood would be spilled or so they thought.

_Ω_

Half an hour later

Cortana and her team, along with two ODST teams and some Separatist, were fighting in a large hallway to the next lift down. The battle was running smoothly, the loyalist forces were in complete disarray. At first when the allied forces had entered the ruin had their foes had thought with great tactic and had managed to kill several of the allied troops. Two of the original four ODST teams had been thought fully eliminated and a good handful of the Separatists had been killed too. But now… now the loyalist lacked both tactic and coordination. They were like headless chickens, running around not knowing where they were heading. Cortana was of course happy about the table had turned in their favor but something felt wrong with the sudden change. It was like their entire command structure had suddenly vanished in the thin air. Could it be because they had found what ever had been activated down here? It seemed unlikely it didn't explain why loyalist commanders would just abandon all coordination between their forces no matter what they had found.

"Cortana wake up!" Cortana shook her head and looked at Tay who was standing in the middle of the hallway, the battle had ended a few moments before. "Sorry sir" was all she could say as she got out of her cover.

"Yeah you better be. I don't need a soldier spacing out in the middle of a battle." He turned around and signaled for the rest of the force to move towards the lift at the end of the hallway.

"Sir the lift is coming up! Prepare for battle!" An ODST yelled. Everyone ran to cover and prepared themselves for another fight. The lift came to a stop and revealed its cargo. It was not more loyalist soldiers as allied had thought it would be but eleven human-like figures clad in piths black armor from top to toe. Pitch black armor that Cortana remembered from her nightmare. The one who had fought and killed her father.

No one fired their weapons and simply observed each other before one of the black armored beings spoke up.

"That's not Forerunners. I thought there would be Forerunner to kill." The one with a gravity hammer resting on right his shoulder.

"Isn't that the head of Rulatus, the loyalist commander?" Asked an ODST who was pointing at some hanging from the hammer and sure enough it was Rulatus' ugly head hanging from the hammerhead. "And what was that about killing Foreru-" Cortana couldn't hold it back anymore and with a scream at the top of her lung she flung a frag grenade at the eleven black beings. They reacted with incredible speed and threw themselves away the explosive, out of its destructive zone. And as quickly as they had reacted to the grenade so did they retaliate. A storm of Antimatter fire rained down at the allied forces with deadly accuracy. Unggoies were blown to pieces before they ever had the chance to understand that they were dead. A Snagheili got its head blown right off from a sniper round, sending blood and brain matter everywhere.

"Pull back! Pull back!" Yelled Tay as his cover was slow eaten away, turned into pure energy from the small antimatter rounds. They tried to pull back as quickly as possible, the Spartans and a few Sangheilis providing covering fire but not all got out safely. Numerous ODST troops were gunned down from unlucky shots or were blown away by larger antimatter round. Sometimes the soldier himself got turned into energy and send what was left of him everywhere in bloody bits.

The beings began to advance, hoping to close the distance and finishing off the Spartan team and the remaining Sangheilis in go.

"Lucas, give us covering fire! We'll cover your retreat everything we got when we're clear" Yelled Tay to the massive Swedish Spartan who just nodded before he threw himself out of cover and out in the middle of the hallway before fully unleashing the wrath of his machinegun. High caliber bullets sprayed out towards the eleven beings forcing them into cover as their shields were running low on power. The rest Reach team jumped out of cover and ran down to the other end of the hallway and began firing their weapons at the enemy. Lucas ceased his fire and turned and ran as fast as could back to his team, having complete faith in them to have his back. As soon as Lucas rounded the corner the team of Spartans sprinted towards the nearest lift up from this hell.

"Where the others?" yelled Cortana as sprinted beside Tay. He just shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe they have already taken the lift or they are somewhere else down here." Spartans and that were left of the Sangheilis soon reached the large circular lift hovering in the middle of a bottomless tunnel. They all on and Tay activated the control, the lift started to slowly rise.

"One of them is coming toward us!" One of the Sangheili called and pointed at the fast moving black figure, the one with the gravity hammer. Everyone raised their weapons and fired at it, forcing it into cover behind a pillar. Cortanas motion sensor flared up that something heading straight at them again.

"I got movement! It must have some kind of active cloaking or something!" yelled Cortana to the others. "Then shoot, shoot everywhere!" The wide hallway filled with bright lights as bullets and plasma smashed into it surface. A bullet it something in midair right above the lifts railing, sending ripples, from where the bullet had hit, over the invisible figures surface. An unlucky ODST was hit by a swing from the gravity hammer, launching him with great speed off the lift. The black figure landed near the middle of the platform, the Sangheilis grabbed their swords and charged the black human shaped monster. The Spartans switched to their combat knifes and joined in too. The black figure jumped into the air before it smashed the hammer into the platform, sending everyone within its blast radius flying over railing everyone expect Cortana managed to get a hold in the railing in the last minute. On top the platform stopped the black being in its tracks to the sound of something charging up. It turned around to see a plasma grenade not far from it. It didn't even have the time curse before the grenade went off and send it flying head first off the lift and back into the hallway from where it came from. Meanwhile Cortana could only watch as fell to what would most likely be her death.

_Ω_

Siflion didn't know make of the situation right now. According to the scan they should have been Forerunners but the dead body in front of him told him that it was some kind of human, maybe another species of human? Back before the war the Forerunners and Flood there had had been dozens of different kinds of subspecies of human. This one could most likely be one of them but that didn't explain why they had Forerunner genes encoded into their DNA. Granted according the data Siflion had access to at the moment the Forerunner genes didn't code for anything at all. It was just junk DNA. Siflion was ripped from his thoughts when he spotted No'el approaching him, dragging the gravity hammer behind him lazily. No'el seemed to limp a bit on his right leg and the entire front of his armor was covered in burn marks.

"Did you take care of them?" Siflion asked but didn't expect it to be the answer he was hoping for. No'el shook his before he dropped to the ground to rest a little. "No but I got two of them." Groaned No'el and mumbled something under his breath that Siflion didn't quite catch something about grenades and someone ass.

"Alright we go after them soon. We're just waiting for the last samples." Siflion said clapped No'el on the shoulder a few times and raised voice. "Everyone, form up on me. We need to go hunting a bit more. The other Sinners rose to their feet and followed their captain towards the lift.

_Ω_

Cortana woke up to a world of pain, instantly wising to return the blissful realm of unconsciousness but she knew she had get up those things was maybe not far away. With clenched teeth and pain grunts she got back on her feet, her entire body screaming in protest.

"D-Duke… Are you there?" a few moments went by before the image of the AI appeared a small smile on his lips.

"Good to see you're finally awake I was beginning to worry. How are you?" He asked. Cortana didn't answer straight away but drew her M6 pistol and started the painful walk down the corridor, away the small balcony she apparently had hit when she fell from the lift.

"I-I have seen better days thank you. Did I receive any critical injuries from the fall?" Duke shook his head but called up a screen showing her the condition of the insides of her entire body. A few bent ribs and minor internal bleeding in her lower left leg and bruises everywhere.

"No critical injuries detected I would advise seeking out a medic as soon as possible, I can however release some of the armors painkiller reserves if you would like that." Duke said as both the image of his avatar and screen of her body disappeared, allowing Cortana to see clearly once more.

"A little bit please just to take the tip of the iceberg how about the status of the suit?" Cortana took a deep breath as the painkillers injected into her system and almost immediately took effect.

"The shield projectors got badly damaged by the fall and have lowered its efficiency to 55 % so I would also advice against getting shot more than normal." Cortana let out a snort. "What's that support to mean?"

"Oh nothing really, just that you're getting shot at quite a lot compared to other Spartan snipers." Cortana would have hit him if he had a physical body. The end of the long corridor ended in an intersection. The corridor in front of her and to her right was seal tight by large blast doors only the doorway to her left was open and allowed her to move further into the facility. With no other choice she walked that way. The hallway ended with a single large door. The door opened up as soon as she got near it. The inside looked a lot like some kind of command center. Two or three Holotables was lined up with three or four meters in between, the gentle bluish light from the tables was all that light up the room. A large set of glass windows occupied the side opposite the entrance, showing nothing but complete darkness. Cortana walked slowly into the room, gun at the ready, and walked over to the table in the middle. Cortana was about to lower her gun when a small friendly laughter was head from above.

Cortana aimed her gun at the source of the laughter and almost fired before she saw what was laughing. The spherical form of a monitor slowly floated down from the celling to her eye level and invading her personal space. Its large blue 'eye' staring at her before it hovered back, putting some much needed distance between them.

"Splendid, splendid. Just in time for the final preparations." The monitor happily said more to itself than Cortana while it spun around itself as to physically express how happy it was. Cortana holstered her gun, clearly this monitor meant her no harm or else it would already have. Cortana coughed a few times to get the attention of the monitor.

"Just in time for what preparations?" She asked.

"The final preparations before launch of course." The monitor answered and commanded the three holotables show the status of five Forerunner ship apparently docked somewhere that either the allied or the loyalist could find. Duke made a note on the energy output on each of the five ships was high enough to power hundreds if not thousands of super MACs. "Didn't Janus Key explain that the Librarian had a gift for you Reclaimers?"

Cortana shook her head. "No it was destroyed before we got extracted much of the data."

"Hmm an unfortunate miscalculation from the Librarians side… That is very rare indeed." The monitor fell silent after that, as if pondering what it should do now. "Well I still have to carry out my task so let us proceed… Oh and how rude of me I haven't even introduced myself yet. The first living being to talk to in a hundred thousand years and I forget to introduce myself uhh the Librarian would have been so disappointed in my." The monitor swung wildly around in the air while it scolded at itself and finally turned back to face Cortana. It's eye once again invading her private space, staring straight into her eyes.

"I am 957 Tainted Vow and I'm the monitor of this facility." With that it pulled back and turned to a console and a shot a short energy beam from it eye. The second later the darkness behind the large set of windows was chased away from light sources that Cortana couldn't see. The Windows reveal a massive mechanical cave. It must have been dozens of kilometers long and just as tall. The celling leading up to an eleven kilometer wide tunnel that Cortana would guess went all the way up to the surface. In the middle of this massive hall was a slipspace bubble almost half a kilometer in diameter. "What's that?" Cortana heard herself ask out loud as she stood near the windows.

Tainted Vow chuckled "One of the five 100 kilometer long Fortress-Class Vessels that the Librarian had prepared for you, Reclaimer." As turned to her. "Fully armed and loaded to full capacity with weapons, attack vessels and other resources. Each of the five Fortress vessels can fight a small without any help." An arc of countless metal pieces suddenly formed at far end of the room to the left of Cortana and Tainted Vow. Probably Tainted Vows work. A vortex manifested inside the arc, making it look like reality itself was sucked to the swilling vortex.

"Where does that one lead to?" Cortana asked while she pointed at the vortex. Tainted Vow chuckled again. "I'll release the bubble surrounding this Fortress and teleport us unto the bridge and then release the other four and then get them into space." Just as Tainted Vow said the slipspace bubble burst and out of the small bubble came the biggest starship Cortana had ever seen. It was covered in hanger bays and massive energy canons. Cortana gasped at the scales of the ship before shook her head and slowly turned to face the portal and walked into it Tainted Vow right behind her.

_Ω_

Cortana and Tainted Vow appeared on the enormous bridge of the Fortress-class vessel in a flash of light. Cortana her head spin for a second, the aftereffects of the teleportation quickly disappearing. She had no time to react when the engines of the great ship started up after hundreds of thousands of years of slumber. She watched as the ship slowly accelerated through the large tunnel above it up toward the surface of the planet. The fortress was soon clear of the tunnel and raised high into the sky, aiming for outer space. The bridge seemed to disappear, like they were standing in nothing but air. Cortana could barely spot the other fortress vessels in the far distance, all of them also slowly making their way up into space.

She shook her head a few times; shaking herself out the awe stuck trance she caught herself in, and turned to Tainted Vow.

"My team… Can I somehow contact the rest of my team? You know amplify the signal or something?" Tainted Vow just bobbed a few times, a nod of some sort if Cortana should give a guess. The bridge reappeared and a console was created from hard light.

"Just place a hand on this console and the ship will broadcast your massage on the same frequency… I hope given your primitive technology." Cortana didn't comment on the last part and placed her right hand on the console.

"This is Reach 3 to Reach 1 do you copy?" A moment went by, no one answered. Cortana tried one more time and finally some answered but who she was expecting.

"This is Reach 2 what's your status? Last time we saw you, you were falling to death." Nikolai asked, his voice coming clearly through the channel.

"I'll live, though I could use a medic to take a look at my bent ribs. I'm currently onboard one of five Forerunner spacecraft's."

"I would recommend visiting the medical bay. It should have the necessary facilities to heal your injuries." Tainted Vow advised, a portal already forming behind her and Tainted Vow.

"Who was that?" Nikolai asked, hearing Tainted Vows voices through the com channel. Cortana turned to the portal and casted a back to the console.

"A forerunner monitor. He's the one who controls the Forerunner ships right now."

"Right a monitor… Anyway Reach team and the rest of the separatist forces are heading back to the fleet. Some Loyalist reinforcements were so kind to distract those black armored guys long enough for us to make it to the dropships and away from that facility. I'll tell command that the Forerunner ships aren't hostiles." With that Cortana entered the portal and appeared in a large medical bay full of advanced medical equipment that would be every doctor's paradise.

_Ω_

The five Fortress-Class vessels finally left the planets outer atmosphere close to the allied fleet. It looked like the loyalists was about to make a final attempt on an offensive. Throwing everything they got into it. But just before the first lines of ships were within firing range multiple slipspace ruptures were detected just behind the rear of loyalist fleet.

Three large slipspace portals opened up and a Titan-class fleet carrier emerged from each one of them with their own escort of Devoted-Class heavy cruisers, Loyalty-Class light cruisers, Wave-Class battleships and Warlock-Class frigates appeared from the portal forming into a terrifying fleet of conquest and destruction.

On the bridge of the middle titan fleet carrier, a Kronos subclass at that, stood Vice Admiral Ta'nul Gro'val and observed the large hologram of the two fleets facing each other not far from the Forerunner planet. He made a grimace as he spotted the massive Forerunner Fortress-class vessels heading into the fleet furthest away from his own. According to the records the Empire had on these vessels they should only had been around 50 kilometers but these were twice as big. The Forerunners must have upgraded since the Human-Forerunner war… That was of course to expected after more than 110.000 years.

"How many Forerunners?" He asked, not turning his eyes away from the hologram in front of him. The five massive ships now close to the center of the fleet it was heading into.

"Sir, we count 60 Forerunner ships… That is if we count those who are based on Forerunner tech too." An officer answered. The ships of interest turned a bright yellow on the hologram. _"What primitive ships" _Thought Gro'val to himself. His thought thick with venom. Gro'val turned his eyes on the officer his expression explaining everything. He wanted an explanation.

"U-uhm parts of the ships are based on Forerunner technology l-like those 5 kilometer long ships, their engines are of Forerunner design and the smaller ones shields resample Forerunner shield technology." The Gro'val just nodded and turned his eye back on the hologram. The fleet closest their own was beginning to turn their rear around to them.

"What about those other ships? What about them." The Officer just nodded. They too had small parts of Forerunner technology in them. Gro'val snorted this was unlike the Forerunners, they wouldn't have allowed other species to poke around with their technology… Not without approval at least. But that didn't matter right now he and his fleet had been dispatched by the Lord of Admiral himself to retrieve prince Siflion and his Night Lords not question how the Forerunners now treated their miserable slave races.

"Open up all channels I want to deliver a message to the Forerunners and our dear Sinner prince." The last two words was spoken disgust. A channel was opened up.

"This Vice Admiral Ta'nul Gro'val of the Human Empire I am here to retrieve a very important individual that is somewhere on this planet and everyone who stand in my way will be destroyed." The channel was closed and Gro'val turned to his crew on the bridge, a murderous spark in his eyes.

"All forces battle stations, destroy them all." Gro'val could hear as the canons on his ship powered up for battle, he smiled. The Reaper would be busy today.

The imperial fleet opened fire, almost all ships at once. The powerful rains of antimatter fire cut through the front of the ships of Covenant loyalist fleet like a hot knife through butter. The loyalist had been prepared however and quickly followed up with their own barrages of plasma and laser fire. Most of the counter attack bunched off on the powerful shields of the larger imperial vessels while smaller ones like light cruisers and frigates got torn apart with in minutes.

Swarms of fighters, bombers and gunboats soon crossed in between the huge ships on both sides and everything became chaos. But through all the chaos an imperial dropship escorted by two squadrons of Wing superiority fighters descended towards the planet to pick up a specific group of Sinners and their prince.

The Imperial fleet advanced into the Loyalists ranks who tried to put some distance to the quickly advancing fleet. The loyalist fleet was soon cut into two as the imperial pushed through the middle and gained access to the combined fleets of the Separatists and UNSC.

Plasma torpedoes, missiles and MAC rounds rained down on the Imperial forces, destroying countless crafts. That was until one of the massive Titan-Class fleet carriers pushed through up to the front and unleased a large volley fire at the weakened allied ships. Explosions erupted on dozen of ships as the antimatter tore through the hulls and into the vulnerable parts of the ships.

The allied fleet pulled back as fast as it could, taking advantage of the fight between the loyalist and the imperials, enabling them to escape from the battle and into slipspace, an Assault carrier and an Infinity-Class warship with what were left of their escort to fend off any pressures. First the Assault carrier succumbed under the constant fire from the larger fleet carrier, fires covering its surface and massive holes in its hull spitted out anything from air to the crew itself. The Assault carrier received one last volley of fire before it blew up in magnificent explosions. Scrap metal flying everywhere from the kinetic force generated from the explosions. Next fall pray before the might of the imperial fleet was the now lonely Infinity-Class warship. Already badly damaged from other opponents in didn't take long before it suffered the same fate as the assault carrier. It stuck down by a beam of antimatter from an Armageddon-Class Dreadnought. The beam digging its way deep into the warship before the antimatter was released, making the warship detonate from the inside out. With the rest of the allied fleet gone the imperial forces took their frustrations out on what remain of the loyalists that hadn't miraculously fled, been boarded or outright annihilated.

_Ω_

Several hours later

"Cortana… Cortana" Someone was calling her name. The voice sounded familiar but she couldn't put her finger on whose it was. She slowly opened her eyes, white light streaming in and blinding her. After a few moments after having closed her eyes again she tried to open them again. This time she could make out the silhouettes of a human form and a floating ball. Her blurry vision soon returned to normal and she saw that it was Tainted Vow and Tay Adams that was standing over her or floating over her in Tainted Vows case.

"Cortana, finally you woke up!" Tay said relieved that she was finally awake. Tainted Vow simply turned around and headed to parts unknown to Cortana right now without saying anything.

W-where am I? What h-happened back there?" Cortana asked as she sat straight up immediately regretting it as everything began to spin and dark dots appeared in vision. Tay quickly grabbed her shoulder and lied her gently down again on whatever she was laying on. Right now she didn't really care it was comfortable and that was all that mattered right now. That was when she saw it. Tay Adams was missing his left arm. Only a small stub was left. It was like someone had cut it off or blown it off.

"Y-your arm… What happened to it?" She managed to ask, her throat feeling as dry as sand. Tay grimaced at the question and looked away for a short time before he sighed heavily and looked back at her.

"It appears that those black armored guys make use of some kind antimatter based weaponry. I took three or four shots to the arm and they turned it into energy powerful enough to blow the rest that still hung together clean off" Tay turned around, having figured out that she something drink, and reached with his remaining hand at a bottle of water on a tray with some glasses on too not far from where Cortana lied. He filled a glass and held it under her mouth, allowing her to sip from the glass. The water did its work almost immediately. Cortana gave a small thank you to her leader and Tay placed the now empty glass back on the tray.

"So… You didn't answer my first question sir, where are we?" Cortana looked around from where she was laying. What she could see was some of the medical facilities onboard the Forerunner vessel. So she was still on the Forerunner Fortress vessel but where in the galaxy?

"We're orbiting Sanghelios right now. We made a few jumps to shake them off our trail. How do you feel?" Tay smiled. Cortana, feeling better now stood up slowly and stood on shaky legs but apart from feeling a little dizzy she felt great. Her chest didn't hurt anymore and it looked like the internal bleeding in her leg had been healed too.

She took a few deep breaths. "I'm fine now, thank you." Tay just nodded and turned toward the metal door at the far end of the medical bay.

"Good, Fleet Admiral Tomas Lasky wants to debrief us personally. Let's go." Cortana followed first a bit unsteady on her legs but soon walked normally again.

_Ω_

A few minutes later

Cortana, Tay Adams and Tainted Vow had boarded a Pelican dropship from one of the many hanger bays on the Fortress vessel towards the UNSC New Dawn. UNSC and Separatist personal had apparently boarded the Forerunner ship while Cortana had been unconscious and was now roaming trough the massive ships. The group of three soon made it to a communication room. The rest of Reach team along with Rak 'Vadam, his father, Thel 'Vadam, and a few other high ranking Sangheilies were already standing in the room. The large screen, active, was split between two humans, the left side showing Fleet Admiral Tomas Lasky and the right showing Admiral Serin Osman, An old Spartan-II and the chief of ONI.

"Ah finally here I see." The chief of ONI said rather annoyed that it had taken them so long to here, wasting her precious time. "So that's the monitor that controlled the Forerunner vessels." The old Spartan crossed her arms and looked indifferent at the monitor before eye once more scanned the room with eyes as cold as ice.

"I'm 957 Tainted Vow a pleasure to meet you all." The monitor said, Cortana would have guessed that it would be smiling if it had mouth. Tainted Vow only short nods from most and a hallo from Tomas Lasky.

"I can understand from the reports I have already received that some unknown enemy appeared at the final stage of the battle of Growth, any idea who they are?" Asked Lasky looking at the members of Reach team and then over to Rak, waiting for someone to answer. A light chuckled drew everyone's attention to Tainted Vow.

"Oh they're not an unknown to me. According to my databanks they're what my previous master, the Librarian, called purehumans although those individuals in my facility had undergone extensive genetic manipulations even compared to Forerunners." Serin Osman leaned forward in her chair, her curiosity awakened.

"What do you mean with purehumans exactly?" Tainted Vow shook itself side to side in midair, as if shaking its head.

"The term purehumans were given to the species of humanity that lived in the galaxy before and during the war between the Forerunners and the Flood. During the human-Forerunner war humanity was also known as the Human Empire. Those black armored beings some of you fought in my facility seems to be of purehuman descent. How that is possible is unknown to me as all of them were killed after the conclusion of the human-Forerunner war and that's not even taking into account the firing of the Halos."

"So what about us, what are we?" Lasky asked his face clearly showing his concern about another hostile human faction out there than the Insurrections. And this far more advanced than he liked it to be.

"Yes, I wanted to ask that too. One of those Purehumans thought we were Forerunners…Why?" asked Tay Adams, he rubbed the small hair stubs on his chin.

"That's because of the Forerunner DNA the Liberian inputted in your genetic codes. You're not humans but Reclaimers. That's why you can use Forerunner technology of course." Tainted Vow said happily. The others exchanged looks. They now had a force of super advanced humans that apparently had returned from who knows where to fight the Forerunners and said humans thought they, the Reclaimers, where some kind of Foreunners, Just what everyone needed right now.

_Ω_

Meanwhile back on in orbit of Forerunner planet: Growth.

It was nice being surrounded by imperials other than his squad again. . Not he had anything against the members of his squad he was after all the one who personally put assembled it but right now they were elsewhere. Probably helping containing the prisoners that had been captured onboard this vessel that Siflion was on. This ship and a few others had been boarded by Terror Minor droids, disgusting octopus like robots that excelled in terror tactics and armed with a bust laser six arms with razor sharp claws. They could somewhat be grouped together with the Forerunner sentinels but had a more offensive role rather than just guarding or maintaining a place. The Terror Minors had more or less overrun the ship's crew with sheer numbers, agility and brutal force and had ripped a little more than half of the crew to pieces. Some of the survivors were in shock after their encounter with the Terrors droids.

He stood on the bridge with a few other Imperial technicians and engineers who were trying to unlock retrieve whatever data that there was left after the ship's crew tried to destroy any data on their computers. Up on the celling rested a few Terror Minors keeping an eye on everything that happen and ready to rush down on anyone that appeared hostile to any of the imperials. The technicians had been able to gather a few pieces of information here and there. Like the data logs for the last few days of battle and other things like whom they were and stuff like that. Siflion shook his head. It was disturbing that the Covenant, as they called themselves, worshiped the Forerunners as their gods and how they had tried to destroy some heretics and humanity for many years. It felt somehow wrong that there should be another human nation out there between the stars who were using Forerunner technology but the more Siflion read the more convinced was he that those Forerunners or should he say humans that his squad had encountered inside the Forerunner facility really were humans.

"My lord, a moment please." A technician called from the other side of the room. "I got something here." Siflion walked over him. The technician had his equipment linked up to the Covenants computers, the hologram on the primitive computer showed a few points on a star map. The technician smiled. "I found some of their worlds, my lord." Siflion nodded his approval to the technician and looked at the hologram.

The hologram displayed the coordinates to three planets: Balaho, the homeworld of the Uggory, and Palamok, the homeworld of the Yanme'e and Harvest, a human colony. _Harvest, those coordinates remind me of something_.Siflion turned to the technician and asked him show him a map of the old human empires worlds. Siflion smiled to himself when he found out that the coordinates for Harvest was the same as an old imperial world. _Looks like these human have taken a world from us._ Siflion turned around on his heels and headed for the door out of the bridge. He needed to gather his team and report back to the Aldu Tasmor, the Lord of Admirals, he would like to hear what they had gathered of information.

**Author note: Ok so I have be searching for while about how powerful a Monitor is in terms of controlling vessels as big as the Fortress vessels so I want to what you think on the matter. personally I don't think they can fully control five vessels of that size but I might be wrong and I don't think that a monitor monitoring a Halo is that much in control of it. Buuut well please prove me wrong if I am. **


	7. Prisoner of war

**Author note: Hey everyone Good to be back with a new chapter. I hope you all enjoy it and please leave a comment on anything at all questions about the Prehumans, their technology, ships, events and such stuff and of course criticism. A thing I would like to ask about is if you guys think there is enough action in the story so far or should I take it a level up? Another thing is if any of you have thought up something cool you might want to see in the story, it could an invasion of a planet, a scouting mission gone horribly wrong and such, in the near future PM me and I'll see if i can fit it in somewhere... and no you can't request the Chief I have something special planned for him *evil laughter* **

Prisoner of war

The 03/15/2581. The Capital

Siflion walked out unto a balcony that overlooked most of the Capital, the old capital of the forerunner. Hundreds of thousands of pillars of black and dark gray smoke rose from the many cities on the just as many platforms. High above the smoke rested the many imperial ships that made up the first invasion fleet. They had thought the Foreunners would have fought with tooth and nails to defend this place but no respond fleet had come to the Capitals rescue. Siflion signed for himself and turned to the other person standing near the railing, the reason why he was up here in the first place.

"Good to you're still in one piece my friend." Aldu Tasmor said, he sounded tired or maybe stressed out by something. Aldu didn't turn around to look at his old friend and prince. Siflion just smiled and walked up beside him, his helmet breaking itself apart into the small nano machines it was made of which then moved down to his shoulders and back and linked together with the other nano machines. He rested his arms on the railing and just watched scenery together with Aldu, a light breeze shaking up his shoulder long black hair. A few ships had been tasked to put out the fires and salvage what they could from both Forerunner and their own ships and ground units. They stood there in silent, only the light wave of air breaking the silence every few moments, before Aldu turned to look at Siflion.

"So what you what kind of trouble did you find yourself in on that planet that the crazy ancilla sent you and your men to?" Siflion breathed out heavily and explained what he and his squad of Sinners had encountered on the Forerunner planet. How they had appeared in front of a bunch of primitive spacefaring aliens who worshiped the Forerunners as their gods and how they had encountered other humans that had attacked them.

"… I don't know why they really attacked us… Those other humans I mean." Siflion looked at Wave-Class battleship passing by over their heads, his face clearly telling Aldu that his friend was in deep thoughts on the matter.

"What do you think that?" Aldu asked curious about what Siflion was thinking and turned to face him with his right arm still resting on the rail, supporting his weight. Siflion just shrugged and remain silent for a few moments think how he should tell his friend what was troubling him.

"It… it all started because one of them, a young female I guess, threw a grenade at us. We… we just reacted out of instinct and retaliated and before I knew what was happening we serving their asses on a sliver plate." The Lord of Admirals looked a bit confused at Siflion, not catching why this bugged him so much. Siflion must have felt his confusion and proceed to explain.

"It was clear that they had never seen or heard of us before but that girl… I could almost taste the fear and terror that was dripping from her as soon as she laid eyes on us. I think she knew of us somehow… Weird right?" A smile appeared on his lips when he thought about how ridiculous that sounded. Aldu didn't really know how to answer that and instead tried to change the topic.

"You came to deliver the Night Lords report, just hand it over and I'll read it myself." Aldu extended his left hand, palm up. Siflion Just nodded, thankful for change of subject, and extended his right hand, palm down, just above Aldus. A few sparks of electricity appeared between the two hands before both of them pulled back their hands, the exchange of information complete. Aldu could, with the help of his servitor, feel the data in the back of his mind, images, smells and such could be felt, almost as if he had been there himself. Of course he knew that it was only the important parts he had received, the pieces that Siflion had deemed unimportant enough for him had been 'cut' out. Aldu looked through the report, analyzing it, for a few moments.

"So… These Humans have settled on Hakkurok Kullok." Siflion just nodded.

"That's what the prisoners and their star maps tell us."

"Good I want you to go there and investigate their defenses if possible bring back some prisoners for interrogation." Siflion looked back at his old friend.

"You want me to lead an expedition? That's like asking the Flood to stop consuming all sentient life. I'm a Sinner, remember, my kind isn't very popular right now." Aldu nodded he knew that, everybody in the empire knew that. The Sinners was after all hated more than even the Praetorian Guard and that said something about their reputation.

"And that's why I'll send you, their prince, who is trying so hard to rebuild the Sinners past reputation. That's why you joined them in the first place, right? And by the way it's an order so live with it." Aldu gave a devilish smile. Siflion narrowed his eyes at his good friend and superior but in the end signed heavily.

"Fine you win this time Aldu. You should be glad that I gave up the throne to my little sister or I would have personally demoted you to trash cleaner." Siflion started to walk towards the large doorway that led into the building.

"Lucky for me that you never liked politics and just wanted to swing that sword of yours around all the time like the child you have always been." Aldu yelled after the leaving prince only to receive the ancient insult of the middle finger over the prince's shoulder.

_Ω_

Siflion and his squad of Sinners stood on the bridge of the Loyalty-Class Light Cruiser that he had been given command of. Of course the ship's captain wasn't every happy in the least to take orders from a Sinner even if it was his prince but he didn't outright protest against having the Night Lords onboard his ship.

"So my lord, where're we heading too?" Asked the ship's captain, Ydrall Goval was his name, from his command chair with small smile on his lips. He spat the word 'lord' out with barely contained disgust. He looked between the gathered Sinners, knowing full well that they couldn't really hurt him or his crew no matter what he might do within curtain limits without spurring up some kind of grand political havoc. It would be the end of the Sinner program after so many millennia's of stubbornly avoiding being shut down by the ruling classes of the empire.

"We're going to Hakkurok Kullok, an old world of our ancestors." Siflion looked back at Ydrall, the old captain more interested in his fingernails than what Siflion had to tell him. "You have the coordinates right?" Ydrall uttered an "aye" as his answer and stopped exanimating his fingernails and turned his attention to the Sinner captain.

"I have them and we're heading out very soon, I would recommend that you and your… men got down to the time lock champers and prepare for the long sleep, the journey should take some time before get to Hakkurok Kullok.

Siflion nodded and signaled for his men to head down there. He walked towards the exit but stopped beside Ydrall. He rested an arm on tick metal backrest of the command chair and leaned towards ydrall ear and whispered. "Remember who of us are in charge, captain." The sound metal bending could be heard all over the small bridge as Siflion squeezed the metal, leaving a deep mark of his hand in the backrest. Siflion let go and walked out of the bridge and soon cased up with his team.

_Ω_

The 04/05/2581 Harvest

It had been hard here on Harvest for the last 10 years. Thanks to their separatist allies had humanity been able to return Harvest. The nuclear winters were still hard but were now manageable. The cleaning up of the planet after it was glassed by the Covenant Empire at the opening of the Covenant-human war was at long last paying off. Soon the earth was ready to be seeded again. The 500-600 people who live on the planet and worked hard to nurse and heal the planet back to its former glory were proud of their work. Carl Harrison, a middle-aged man and farmer, sat on a small hill overlooking the small colony, housing the planets entire population, and the surrounding areas that was planned to be turned into large fields of gold from the grain that would be harvested in the coming decades. He sat there enjoying the last rays of sunlight before he would head back to the colony.

Behind him was a purple metal covered machine, one of the 'gifts' from the separatist, buzzing as it absorbed the remaining traces of radiations that still were left in this area. A low beeping noise told him that the machine was finish with gathering the radiation. Carl let out a small sigh and got up on his feet and walked over to the small machine and grabbed it with both hands, small maybe but very heavy, and lifted it up walked over to this truck not far away and placed it on the back of the tuck. He was about to open the door to the driver's seat when a large shadow sudden threw the land into shadows. He turned around and saw a large ship hovering above the small colony, its form bolting out the light of the sun. Small crafts sped out from its sides, Carl would guess that they were dropships, all of them heading to the outskirts of the colony. Then the ship fired. A large drop shaped bolt of white smashed down right in the middle of the colony. The small two-story buildings were blown away by the explosion, a large pillar of smoke and fire rose form the ground.

Carl stood there beside his car in shock as he witnessed his home getting turned into ashes before his eyes. He entered the truck grabbing the shotgun that hung behind the two seats, loading it with shells he had hidden in the trucks glove compartment. He stepped on the speeder and raced towards the colony on the dirt road. He had to get back there. He had to protect his family. He had to get to them before any harm came to them.

He was not far from the outskirts of the colony when his truck was struck by a large bolt of antimatter. The left wheel along with some of the trucks hull turned into energy and exploded, sending the trashed truck spending around in the air before it hit the ground hard upside down.

Carl coughed as dust found its way down his lungs. Still holding his shotgun tightly he crept of the heavily damaged truck and out unto the fields of low grass. He got up on feet, his legs shaking violently. His ears ringing, he couldn't hear a thing other than the ringing noise. A finger to his left ear conformed that blood was pouring out of it. His vision darkened and spun but never did his focus on the colony waver. He had to go home. He had to get them protect them. A sudden sting in his chest made him stop. He looked down and saw a small hole through its right side, the smell of burned flesh reached his nose and the task of blood in his mouth. The shot must have pierced his lung. He narrowed his eyes and grunted, spitting a lump of blood up. He hadn't time to die now and pushed forward. He didn't get far before he felt a second sting, this time in his left side. He fell to his knees, letting go of his shotgun as he fell. No matter how hard he tried his body wouldn't listen to him. A human, he thought it was a human, clad in light and dark gray armor and an almost sickly yellow colored visor walked up in front of him from behind him, probably the one who had shot him. In its arms rested a rifle that slowly changed it form, from something that look a little like the DMR to assault rifle looking form.

The Sickly yellow visor staring him in the eyes before it raised its rifle at him and fired. Carl could feel his body being pushed back from the force of the tiny explosions inside his body, his chest and stomach exploding and sending bloody pieces everywhere and painting the low grass red with his blood. The last thing Carl saw before he closed his eyes for the last time was more of those light and dark gray armored humans walking towards the burning colony.

_Ω_

Ca. half an hour later

Normally when you 'woke' from the time lock it was a slow process to make sure that the brain didn't take any damage from the sudden change awakening. It was more of an unconscious thing so you didn't notice this. This time however there was no slow awakening. Siflion was pulled out of the timelock, like he had been sucked out through an airlock, and straight into the arms of No'el who grabbed his captain and supported him as he regained control over his body.

"W-what's happening? Are we under attack!?" ask Siflion as he looked around the cramp hallway of time lock champers. All around him were his soldiers all with their weapons ready. No'el shook his head and let go of his captain when he had made sure he could stand on his own legs again.

"No, but it looks like captain Ydrall Goval chose to let us sleep while he launched an attack on a small settlement on Hakkurok Kullok."

"He did what!?" Yelled Siflion, his echoing in the small hall, his voice filled with rage_. I am the commander of this mission how dare his do something like this_. Siflion thought as he grabbed hold of his weapons and equipment.

"Where is Ydrall now?" he asked, heading for the door.

"The settlement, sir." One of his Sinners answered. Siflion gave a short nod and headed for the nearest hanger bay, his troops following close behind. They walked straight to a Shadow Wasp Dropship, its pilot being so unlucky at being at the receiving end of Siflion fist and thrown off his own plane. One of the Sinners started the engines and when all members of the Night Lords were onboard took off and headed down to the burning ruins of the small settlement.

The dropship soon touched ground the Night Lords exited the vessel and walked through the destroyed dirt streets of the settlement. Death could be seen everywhere, men women and children butchered in their homes or dragged out on the middle of the streets to be executed in groups, none of them looked like they had been soldiers. Siflion felt sick. Killing defenseless civilians wasn't the way of the imperial military. It was tasteless, cowardly and dishonorable to commit such an act. Only the Praetorian Guard was truly known to do such things. The Night Lords soon found Ydrall Goval and some of his man on an open plaza toying with a young girl, by shooting after her feet, making her jump and dance around while the Hastati troops laughed their asses off at the poor girl's misery. The girl couldn't be more than 14, in her arm she held a small baby boy warped in a cloth, her little brother maybe. A round from a Morpther in assault rifle mode cut through one of skinny legs the shot get out on the other side with the antimatter still inside its energy container but a small boom was heard as the antimatter was released into the air. The girl landed face first into the ground, the baby boy landed a little bit away from her. She had lost her grip on the boy when she was shot.

"What is the meaning of this!?" Yelled Siflion on the top of his lungs, the crowd of Hastati soldiers ceasing their laughter and moving aside to make room for the Sinners to enter the ring they had made around the girl and her little brother. He walked over to the crying baby, his big sister trying to crawl over to him with what strength she had left. Siflion carefully picked the baby and turned to the young girl. Her eye wide with terror of what unspeakable horrors Siflion could do to her baby brother. But her great surprise he walked over to her knelt down in front of her and handed her her little brother. She quickly snatched the baby out of Siflions hands and hugged the baby tightly into her breast trying to hide it from all the Hastati troops. Siflion got back on his feet and spotted the captain of the light cruiser, who stepped forward as if challenged by Siflions piercing glance.

"What's the meaning of this?" Siflion hissed at Ydrall when his had come close enough. "Have you forgotten your place? I'm the commander here by orders of the Lord of Admirals himself!" Siflion yelled into Ydralls face, the smaller man not moving an itch, just looking Siflion straight in his eyes.

"… I did what I was allowed to do, my lord." Ydrall spat after a long silence. "According to the ancient law Sinner are not allowed under almost any circumstances to take command of other imperial forces other than units within their own ranks. What the Lord of Admiral ordered was against the law and therefore you have no command over me or my men. Ydrall gave a devilish smiled. Siflions rage was boiling to new limits, he raised his fist, ready to send the captains head flying off his shoulders.

"I wouldn't do that either." Siflion stopped himself in the last moment from letting loose this wrath. "If you strike me you will doom your precious Sinner program… You wouldn't risk that right?" Ydralls smile widened as he saw Siflion lower his fist and sigh heavily.

"Fine you win captain but as your prince I beg of you to spare the rest and capture them, for later interrogation." Siflion pleaded. Ydrall scratched his chin and look like he thought hard about what to do in a mocking gesture.

"Hmm… Fine I'll see to it but only because you're the prince." With that Ydrall turned on his heels and shouted his orders at his men who all vent to work with gathering up survivors and getting them on the dropship for transport up to the ship above them. Siflion sighed again already feeling mentally exhausted. He turned to where he had left the young girl and her little brother and saw that one of the Night Lords two medics was treating the gun wound that the poor girl had suffered from before. Heloan walked up beside him and looked at the small girl.

"Why, why did you interfere and rescue that girl and the rest of the settlement?" She looked up that Siflion, trying to see his in the eyes.

"They're humans…"

"No they're not… You know that. They have Forerunner DNA in them. Their existence must be some kind of mocking by the Forerunners." Heloan interrupted. Siflion shook his head.

"I don't think that's the real reason… Look at her" He pointed towards the girl now free from the medic and now sat on a half destroyed bench close to a ruined house with her little brother in her arms. "… and tell me that's not a human being and furthermore it doesn't look like they had anything to defend themselves with. They could do nothing more than hide and hope for the best… At least I managed to save some of them."

_Ω_

An hour later

"Those were the last ones captain." Shouted No'el over the noise of last dropship filled with prisoners taking off. Siflion nodded in reply and walked away from the small plaza that had been used as a landing zone for the past hour, No'el quickly shorting the distance between then when he followed Siflion and fell in steps with him.

"Captain!" Siflion stopped when he heard Heloans voice over the squad's com channel, she sounded upset about something.

"What is it, Heloan?" Siflion asked, signaling to No'el to get on the channel too. He did as ordered.

"I was listening in on some of Captain Ydralls troop's com channels and it looks like a hostile ship has exited slipspace a few minutes ago and it'll enter the planet's atmosphere in a matter of moments." Siflion and No'el exchanged a look of confusion. If they had just arrived to this planet only a few hours ago than it should be days before any kind of responses fleet could be dispatched… unless of course that they had been here longer than the few hours that Siflion and his Sinners had knowledge of. His Servitor seemed to come to the same conclusion as him. Ydrall had purposely held them in time lock longer than the rest of the cruisers crew.

"Do you have any idea if the light cruiser can take on the hostile ship?" Asked Siflion over the com channel, pushing to No'el with elbow, getting him to contact the rest of the squad and order them to gather at the small plaza.

"Not a chance according to Ydralls men's scans the hostile ship should be around 6 kilometers long… I would say the odds are against us this time sir." Siflion forced himself not to roll his eye. _You don't say_.

"Got it, return to the plaza with the rest of the team asp…" Siflion looked up at the small cruiser above their heads. "We're leaving before things get hot."

It didn't take long before the Night Lords had gathered on the small plaza. Siflion had spotted several imperial dropships heading back to the cruiser. Seemed like ydrall had come to the same conclusion as Siflion had, they didn't stand a chance against that kind of force, and had chosen to pack up and leave before the hostile ship could reach them. Night Lord made their way towards their dropship in a brisk pace.

"There it is, No'el you dri…" Siflion didn't get time to finish his sentence before someone in is squad yelled "Incoming!" The moment after the large blast of antimatter hit the dropship, sending what was left of its hull flying in all directions. The shockwave from the explosion of released antimatter send the group of Sinners flying back a few meters before hitting the ground hard. Siflion groaned as he sat up and stared at the burning wreck of their dropship. At least there hadn't been anyone on it when the antimatter hit it. An evil laugh over the imperial open com channel was heard. It was Ydrall who was laughing.

"Haha… Oh that was good, now I think I'll be on my way out of here." Siflion gritted his teeth at the voice of the cruisers captain. Above the group of Sinners the Cruiser started to move, slowly rising into the sky.

"What're you doing? Do you intent to leave us behind?" Siflion asked venom dripping from his voice. Ydrall laughed again.

"Of course I am, if I can get rid of a few of you Sinners than its fine with me so I can take revenge for what your kind did to my family during the Great Rebellion." Siflion shook his head. Ydrall must have gone bad that rebellion was more than 76.000 years ago.

"Are you made? That rebellion was fought more than 76.000 years ago and the Sinners were reduced to nothing more than 50 men strong."

"SHUT UP. Your kind is a curse upon this empire and you destroyed my family's reputation and wealth. The Goval family was once a powerful family of system and planet lords but after the rebellion my family was reduced to nothing." With that Ydrall cut the channel and the Night Lords was left stranded on Harvest as they could only stand and look at the cruiser ascending into the skies.

"Sir… What do we do now?" Heloan walked up to her captain and placed a hand on his shoulder. "The hostile ship is still approaching." Siflion took a deep breath before letting it out. He stared at the ground, thinking like a mad scientist. He stood like this for a while before he looked up at his team.

"Did anyone of you spot a landing zone or a hanger for spaceships of some kind?" He asked looking between all of them. Everyone shook their heads except one who took a step forward.

"I think I saw something that looked like a hanger over there." the Sinner pointed towards a few rocky hills resting a few kilometers away from the settlement. Siflion nodded his approval to the Sinner.

"Alright folks, we'll head over there and see if we can find anything that has a slipspace drive." His team nodded their understanding and headed towards the hills.

_Ω_

The UNSC New Dawn had already unloaded its six Strident-class heavy frigates. Four new frigates hadn't yet to be assigned to the New Dawn after its battle above Growth. The seven ships moved towards Harvest slowly. UNSC had received a distress call about an unknown vessel entering the system form the small colony a few days ago and had dispatched the New Dawn as its response fleet. The New Dawn hadn't been far away from the Epsilon Indi system patrolling for pirate or Covenant loyalist activity.

To the captain of The New Dawns surprise they spotted a small vessels ascending from Harvests atmosphere and shortly after unloaded something into space, mines maybe. The captain ordered a scan of the unloaded objects and before long he got the horrifying news. The objects were identified as some of the inhabitants of Harvest. They had thrown all of them out of the airlock and their cold stiff corpses drifted idly near the small ship before the ship went into slipspace and disappeared from the star system.

With the small ship gone the New Dawn turned its attention back to Harvest once more. It sensors had already detected the group of Sinners near the colony and so it deployed its Spartans to fight them.

_Ω_

Cortana could feel the pod shake when it was dropped from the Infinity-class warship and sped towards the planet directly below her. Her team and other Spartan teams had been dispatched to capture or kill the remaining hostiles on the planet. Because her team had the most _experience_ dealing with these _purehumans_,as Tainted Vow called them, they had received direct orders to try and fight them head on with a few other Spartan teams as support.

"Alright Spartans prepare for landing and remember that we're dealing with a highly advanced human race so don't take any unnecessary changes and keep your heads down." Tay Adams said over the radio to all the dropping Spartan teams. He had his left arm replaced with a mechanical one after having most of it blown off on Growth. A series of "understood" came from all the Spartans. Cortana took a deep breath and exhaled slowly just before the pod hit the ground.

_Ω_

The Night Lords had almost reached the hills when they saw dozens of droppods descending towards the settlement. A few of the pods looked like they were heading towards the Night Lords. Those pods hit ground a few kilometers away the Sinners current position.

"Faster they'll swarm the area in a few minutes." Siflion yelled at his men as they climbed the rocky hills. The Sinners climbed as fast as they could towards the hanger at the top of the hills. _We'll never make it before they're upon us._ Thought Siflion, his sensors could already begin to pick up the wave of hostiles coming towards them if he tuned up his motion sensors. He looked around and spotted a good sniper position with lots of cover and a good view over the area. His face hardened and headed towards the position, his morpther rifle transforming into its marksman mode.

"No'el, you take command of the Squad." Siflion said firmly over the squad's com channel. He soon got into position and kept an eye out for any foes to appear.

"What!… Why?" Asked No'el confused.

"I'm going to hold off the enemy while your escape." A figure came into sight from behind a large rock and Siflion fired his rifle. The shots missed its target, hitting the rock instead, but the figure threw itself behind the rock to get out of Siflion line of sight.

"We're leaving you here captain!" Heloan yelled over the channel, already turning around and heading back to her captain.

"Yes you are, that an order!… You'll go back to the fleet and tell them what happened here." More enemies appeared form different locations and began to open fire in his general diction. They still didn't know his exact position yet. His motion tracker was going crazy from all the enemies moving around. He would say there were at least two and a half dozen right now but more could be coming at any moment. He flung an Antimatter grenade at over the cover of one of the groups of hostiles. Screams of pain could be heard before antimatter exploded, sending bloody bits everywhere. His servitor suddenly screamed at the back of his mind to look out for something coming over his cover. Reacting on instinct alone he threw himself back, away from his cover, an explosion throwing up the dirt from where he had been a second ago. His armors shield deflected the indirect damage but the shockwave of air sent him flying even further. He rolled around on the ground before coming to a stop, lying on his back. The sound of engines reached his ears and a small freighter flew by over him, heading towards space. He smiled to himself he had done what he could to save his squad, it was time to surrender. Slowly he got up in a sitting position and began to strip himself of any weapons he had on his person before waiting for the enemies to get to him.

_Ω_

Cortana was the first to get up to the snipers previous position, a freighter speeding by her from above towards space. The position where the sniper had shot at them before Alex Bush had had enough of it all and fired a grenade from his M319 grenade launcher and blown the position to bits. Not far away sat the sniper, one of those black armored guys they had met back on the Growth, with what must have been all of his weapons and equipment he had on him lying in front of him but far out of his reach. Cortana moved towards him slowly aiming her MA4D Assault rifle at him. The red glow from helmets optics stared at her, waiting for her to do something. She slowly squeezed the trigger on her rifle, wanting nothing more than to empty the magazine into his head and ending the life of one of the monsters from her nightmares. The voice of Tay reached her and she let go of the trigger but still aimed at the black armored human.

"Excellent job Cortana." Tay and all the other Spartans appeared behind her all of their weapons pointing at the black clad human. Tay turned to their prisoner.

"Alright tough guy, if you make one wrong move than we fill you with holes. Do you understand?" The black armored human nodded. "Yes, I understand perfectly." He stood up very slowly, everyone tightening their grip on their guns as he did. Two Spartans move to restrain him.

"I wouldn't do that if I were you." He advised them but they didn't listen and proceeded. One of them tried to grab his hand only for small tendrils of armor to slash out towards the offending hand, and a sound best described as mechanical hisses came from the armor. The two Spartans quickly jumped back in surprise.

"I warned you. She don't like when people like you try to touch me." The tendrils withdraw and melted into the armor again, as if the tendrils had never been there.

"That the hell was that!?" Asked one of the two Spartans, having drawn his sidearm "And what the hell do you mean by 'she'?" The black armored human's helmet came apart, as if it was made of something like sand, and revealed a light brown skinned young man with shoulder long black hair under it, a small smile on his lips.

"That would my armor that is controlled by my servitor… You might call yours for ancillas or something like that." He clapped his chest plate a few times. "I will follow you but don't try to touch me or anything like that." Tay just nodded a called the New Dawn of extraction and to prepare a prison cell.

_Ω_

The 04/19/2581

It had been two weeks since the attack on Harvest and the capturing of one of the purehumans. So far he hadn't said anything at all and had only been sitting in a meditating like position in the far end of his cell. He hadn't even touched the food that they had offered him. They had tried to take off his armor but every time they got anywhere near it it slashed out aggressively and seemed to annoy it more and more each time they tried. The armors wearer just smiled to himself every time as if he found their efforts funny and a waste of time.

The UNSC New Dawn had returned to orbit above the newly terraformed Reach and a very special guest had gotten onboard that would like to see the prisoner, Fleet Admiral Tomas Lasky.

The door to Siflions cell slid to the side with a low hiss, allowing the Fleet Admiral to enter with the two Spartans that stood guard outside. Siflion opened his eyes and look at his newest visitor.

"I hear you're not the talky type of person so I would appreciate if you could start talking and answer a few questions if you don't mind." Lasky said in a friendly tone but still as commanding as a person in his position was required to have. Siflion continued to stare at him. Lasky took this as a silent 'yes' and asked his first question.

"So for starters, let us get to know each other a bit more, what's your name and rank?"

"The girl…" Lasky was taken a bit by surprise at the response. Honestly he had thought that the prisoner wouldn't have had said anything at all but he was confused as to that he was referring to.

"What girl?"

"The girl who I first surrendered to… I want to talk to her too." Lasky raised an eyebrow. According to the report it was the Master Chiefs daughter who had reached the prisoner first and 'captured' him. What was her name again? … Ah yes Cortana. Lasky turned to one of the Spartans.

"Get Reach team down here now, I need Spartan Cortana here now." The Spartan nodded and raised his hand to his ear, trying to get in contact with Reach team. Minutes in utter silence event by before Reach team arrived, all of them in their inner skinsuit, and Cortana was guided into the cell while the rest of her team waited patiently outside. She saluted to Lasky. The young female Spartan was around his high if not a few inches higher. It was funny to think that she was no more than 16 years old.

"Sir, what can I do for you?"

"At ease Spartan." Lasky saluted back before turning back to Siflion, Cortana step a step back and watched. "Now that we're all here can we get along with our talk?" Siflion nodded and slowly stood up from his meditating position, making sure that the Spartan guards wouldn't shoot him because he got on his feet to fast.

"I'm Siflion Talma, Sinner captain and Prince of the Human Empire." Lasky and the Spartans were taken aback from the title of Prince of the Human Empire while the Sinner past went over their heads.

"You…You're a prince?" Asked Lasky, Siflion nodded. "As in part of a royal family?" Siflion nodded again.

"Yes my family has ruled over the Human Empire for more than 100.000 years. My sister is the current empress. Our type of government is every feudalistic. It has been like that ever since the end of the wars with the Flood and the Forerunners." Siflion sighed heavily when he thought back to what he knew about the ancient wars. Lasky just nodded, not really interested in what kind of government the Empire had right now but the part about Siflions sister was the current ruler could likely be used for later negotiations or threats, while Cortana kept watching Siflions every move, big as well as small moves.

"Moving on, what was the meaning behind you and your men's presence on the Forerunner planet designated Growth?" Lasky asked next. Siflion let out a light chuckle at the question.

"Haha…Oh that was just a coincidence."

"What do you mean by that?"

"I along with a massive fleet attacked the Forerunners capital and because of a rampant Ancilla throwing me and my men in to a portal we ended up on Growth."

"Why did you attack our troops when you got to them?" Lasky narrowed his eyes at Siflion who ignored the fleet admiral and looked at Cortana.

"Your troops fired first and we retaliated… you can ask her why it went as it did, I would like to know myself." Lasky turned to the young Spartan who had taken a few steps back when all eyes rested on her. She didn't get to formulate an answer before Siflion continued. "You seemed to know of us somehow even though we have never seen each other's kind before."

Cortana licked her lips; she could feel the sweat forming under the skinsuit. What should she tell them? That she had attacked Siflion and his men because of a bad dream she had had ever since she had been deployed on Growth. She looked between Siflion and Lasky once more, both of them becoming more and more impatient of waiting for her answer.

"I-I don't know… I have had bad dreams about his kind so… I just attacked him." Lasky forced himself from facepalm while Siflion just narrowed his eyes clearly think about something. Lasky was about to scold the young Spartan but was interrupted by the two Spartan guards readying their rifles at Siflion who had taken a step forward.

"If I may I might be able to make tests as to clarify this." Lasky raised an eyebrow at Siflion letting him know that he didn't understand. "The Forerunners high ranking lifeworkers had a… hobby, if you want to call it that, to construct gears and inserted false memories into their subject races to make them act or evolve in a pattern." Siflion extended his hand and a few small tentacles formed and swung about by a force of their own. Cortana and Lasky stared at the small tentacles of dark armor with wide eyes for a few seconds before turning their eyes back on the Sinners face again.

"And where will those things go?" Cortana asked with a small hint of fear.

"Into your brain, I need to access your neural cortex to retrieve the data." Cortana swallowed heavily. She didn't really like the idea of having strange alien nanomachines inside of her head and messing around to find something that no one in this room except for the prisoner. No she didn't just dislike the idea she hated it.

"It might sound extreme but I don't have the right equipment at hand and I promise by my ancestors and as prince of the Human Empire that I won't hurt her." Lasky looked at the young Spartan. It was clear that she didn't want to do this and he felt sorry for her to be in this situation but on the other side a Forerunner might have encoded something into her... warning or something. Lasky didn't know and he hated himself for what he was about to order. He was about to open his mouth…

"I'll do it." Lasky looked at the young Spartan. Her eye radiated with determination. Lasky nodded and Cortana stepped forward, in front of the much taller Sinner.

Siflion looked the young girl in the eyes too and a faint smile appeared. She was brave and had guts he had to give her that. He lifted his hand so his index and middle fingers pointed in towards her temples, almost touching her. Small tentacles formed from the tips of Siflions armor and slowly crawled its way forward. When they reached her skin they dug into it and made their way to her brain. Cortana winced at the tiny stings of pain that went further and further into her head. Siflion had closed his eye in the meantime and focused as data were extracted directly from Cortanas brain.

The process went on for a few minutes until Siflion suddenly and without warning jerked back away from Cortana, the small tentacles breaking. What remained of the nanomachines inside her head self-destructed one by one until none of them was left. Siflion panted hard, his entire body was shaking. He sat down on the bed, his arms resting on his legs. Cortana rubbed her temples. An insane pain had erupted inside her head when Siflion pulled back. She looked at Lasky when she felt his hand on shoulder.

"I'm-I'm okay sir, just a small headache noting more." Lasky nodded and ordered her team to take her back to med bay for an examination. Cortana was almost carried out of the prison cell by Tay Adams. Lasky turned to the still panting Siflion when Reach team was gone from the hallway outside the cell.

"What the hell just happened?" His voice was commanding and harsh. Siflion looked up from where he sat with a tiered look and sweat dripping down from his face.

"I-I don't know myself." He shook his head. "It was like I was forced out by… something." He laid himself on the bed and got as comfortable as possible. "That test drained me, I need to rest know." Lasky nodded and turned to leave.

"The ones who will question you next won't be someone like me and they're experts at getting the information they want out of you so I cooperate and do as they say for your own sake." The tick metal door to the cell shut close behind Lasky and the Spartan guards, leaving Siflion alone in his cell once more. A silent moment went by without anything happening before Siflion felt a mental hand on his shoulder. He could feel in the back of his head the concern from his servitor as she tried to get him to relax.

_Master… you found something inside that girl right?_ Siflion gave a mental nod to his servitor._ But that wasn't anything like Forerunner technology._

"No, that wasn't Forerunner tech." Siflion stared up to the ceiling, concern in his eyes. "It's Precursor." Siflion could feel the disbelief from his servitor. _Even if it is Precursor why would she have it inside of her and why would it give her these nightmares? _

"I don't know… but what I did get out the test was that the alterations caused by the Precursor tech happened only a few months before we made contact with her kind." This nagged him a lot. Who or what had access to Precursor technology to that level? It couldn't be the Human Empire. The Precursor artifacts they had couldn't do anything of that kind. The Domain would probably be able to answer the question but it had been so weak and unstable ever since the day Torres Talma, the first empress of the Human Empire after they had gone into hiding, had vowed to return and destroy the Forerunners.

"We have to get back to the Empire as fast as possible and we're taking that girl with us when we leave."

_How will we do that? _Asked his servitor and Siflion smiled.

"My sister must already have caught the news of my capture and have probably already dispatched the entire Order of Assassins… The assassins will find a way, they always do."


	8. An old hero returns

**A/N: Hallo everyone. I'm back with a new chapter and I hope you all enjoy it. Remember to leave a review so I who what I can improve on or if you're wondering about something in the story.**

**An old hero returns**

**The 03/20/2581 Unknown location **

The room was pitch black on a dark crimson red light bathed the 8 armored humans standing in a perfect circle around the source of light, a small pyramid no bigger than it could barely be in a hand. The humans all wore the Arch Guardian armor. The rare armor only given to the captains of the Sinner squads but these Sinners weren't merely captains. No they were… something else.

The gathered Sinners looked at each other. They had all gathered here to discuss what had happened to their leader, Siflion Talma.

"So… the reports from IIS, the Imperial Intelligence Service, are true." One said, his voice echoing through the dark room.

"Yes, our master has been captured by the enemy… do we know where they have taken him?" A second asked.

"We don't." A third said, with clear disappointment in his voice. "He should have ordered his squad to have held them off while he got away. He knows how important he is to us and the Empire."

"Do not speak of our master in that way." The first one scolded. "You know how much he cares about the safety of his men. You shou…"

The fighting came to a sudden halt. All 8 turned their attention to the small glowing pyramid. Silence was everything for a moment while they all stared at the small glowing pyramid as if in a trance.

"Of course Old One, you're right as always." The first looked back at the third. "We shouldn't fight among ourselves." The other 7 nodded in agreement.

A fourth coughed lightly in his hand to get everyone's attention.

"Have the Empress dispatched the Order of Assassins yet?" The second nodded as his head as an answer.

"She has. According to IIS they left as soon as they got their orders and they're bringing quite a few Black Phoenix' with them." The other 7 started mumbling concerned between each other. For the Empress to call upon more than one Black Phoenix was unheard of. These trained killers were masters of stealth and assassination, far above anything that the Imperial Army could ever hope to archive in terms of skills alone. Once again the 8 gathered Sinners fell silent and turned to the small pyramid. They all nodded after a brief moment.

"Understood Old One, We will not take any actions and await the masters return. In the meantime we'll continue searching for potential recruits." The gathered Sinners turned around and walked away from the pyramid after bowing respectfully to it and disappeared into the darkness beyond the light of the pyramid. They all had thing to take of that required their attention like building up the Sinners strength to their former glory before the Great Rebellion.

_Ω_

**The 03/23/2581 The Capital**

Aldu walked in circles around himself inside the Forerunners council chamber. He had caught news that his friend had been left and captured by the enemy on Hakkurok Kullok, now known as Harvest. The worst part was that Siflions sister, Juel Talma and the current empress he might add, was very, very pissed and had arrived to the Capital to meet him in person. The ship that had been transporting Siflion and his men had been given a _special_ assignment by Juel. The Lord of Admiral pondered on what the Empress had in mind for the ship's crew, clearly nothing good. He hated that he didn't have access to the details of what the ship was assigned to but he couldn't do anything, the file was classified with the Praetorian Guards seal on. Just having their seal on the file made him rethink even looking at it but to classify the file for even HIM was taking it to the extreme in his book. He was after all the Commander-in-chief of the entire imperial military and he wanted to know where his forces were.

His train of thoughts were interrupted when a door slid open and Juel stepped into the council chamber flanked by two Praetorian Guards with their halberds in their hands, one of them the Royal Commander of course, and stopped in front Aldu. Juel was still in her Praetorian Guard combatsuit with the helmet off, only her spiked crown rested on her head. Aldu gave a short bow. A man of his status had sudden privileges when it came to such formalities.

"Your majesty, you honor me with your presents." He said before standing upright again. Juel send him a sharp glance.

"Cut the formalities already, I want to know where my brother is held captive." Juel almost hissed as she walked past him, taking in the design of the chamber before summoning a chair of hard light. The imperials had overridden the Forerunners security codes many days ago and now had access to most commands and functions on the Capital. A large number of servitors had been uploaded into the Capitals systems and was slowly cutting their way through the remains of the heavily secured codes and commands.

"I'm still organizing a scout fleet to gather information about his whereabouts so be assured my empress, we will find him." Aldu sat down on a chair of hard light he had summoned while he talked and sat facing his ruler.

"There's no need for that Lord of Admirals, I have already contacted the assassins, and with that freighter that my brother's team brought back with them, infiltration should be easy enough." Aldu nodded and licked his lips before changing the topic.

"How does the recolonization of Charum Hakkor and the other planets in the system?" Juel pushed a lock of hair behind her ear, revealing more of the beautiful bleach white tattoos on her forehead. The bleach white tattoos were a symbol of rank and status inside the higher classes of their society and within the imperial military. Hers detailed that she was more than just a System Lord that she was above even them. Siflion would have had such tattoos as well had he not joined the Sinner. He had been stripped of the original tattoos and had been given that of a mere Sinner captain.

"The colonization is going well. Colony ships are arriving every day and we will soon need to expand outside of the old capital system." A hologram projection appeared between the two, showing the arrival of the large colony ships that transported both migrating people and materials for city constriction as well as supplies for the military. "We might have to make the council chambers larger now that there will be named new System and Planet Lords as we reconquer our old worlds."

"More politicians in the Council of State are just what we need. You might even end up having some competition within the chambers." The two shared a small laugh together. "… If I may…" Aldu hesitated for a moment after the laugher had died down, wondering if he should ask his question or just keep quiet for now. He chose to ask. "What happened to the ship Siflion was stationed on when he went to Hakkurok Kullok?" Juel heartwarming smile was replaced with a sinister one, sending a shiver down Aldus back, as beautiful as she was she could become really terrifying when she wanted to, and crossed her legs. The friendly air between them gone.

"You have read the report. It was reassi…"

"Don't give me that crap…" Aldu cut her off, almost jumping out of his chair as he stood up, the chair dissolving behind him. "I know full well that you have done something horrible to the crew. That's why the details about this _reassignment_ are classified to me, right?" Juel looked away and seemed to study something on one of the walls. "TELL ME!" Aldu roared, his voice echoing in the large chamber. Juel turned her eyes back on Aldu, the sinister smile still on her lips, even a bit wider thought Aldu.

"I assigned them to project Awakening." Aldus eyes widen with horror.

"Y-you did what to them?" He stumbled back a bit before sitting down again, the chair finishing its summoning just in time to catch him. "We agreed to only use prisoners from the prison worlds and prisoners of war… They were soldiers of the Empire, your Empire."

"Yes, they **were** soldiers of the empire. However they ceased to be that the moment they left my brother to die on that pathetic planet." Juel stood up from her chair, an air of dread and hatred towards those who had left her brother behind surrounding her. Aldu could feel the how her emotions flowed into the two Praetorian Guards behind him. He could hear how their breathing were getting heavier as the hatred and anger ran through their almost empty being and all that anger was currently focused on him. He slowly shifted his stance into a more aggressive stance turning towards the two guards. He didn't know when the anger would get the better of them and attack him but he sure as hell would be prepared for it. A series of claps were heard not far from the small group. All hostilities ceased as they all looked around trying to find the source of the clapping. Funny that no one's sound detectors could pick it up at all. They all turned however when millions of tiny hexagons forming an invisible being deactivated one after another in an accelerating speed and revealed a light and dark gray armored human wearing an even lighter gray hood and cape that reached down to its knees. On its chest was a symbol of a black bird with its wings stretched out so it almost formed a circle. Two more appeared behind the first one, a Cold Wind Sniper rifle resting in their hands each.

"It's good to see that we aren't running low on infighting although a fight between the regular military and the Praetorian Guards would be quite the entertainment I might point your attention towards something more urgent than some fancy evil project that the Empire is working on." The first one, the one how also had clapped his hands, said, his voice changing with each word he said.

"Good to see that you have finally come, assassins… Or should I say Black Phoenix'?" Juel asked with a small smile as she brushed a few stray hairs back behind her ears, her emotions turning back to normal. The leading Black Phoenix bowed, to Aldu it seemed to be bordering on a mocking bow rather than that of respect.

"You honor us with your knowledge your highness." The Lord of Admirals and the empress could almost imagine the small smile underneath the Black Phoenix's mask. He stood up again. "The order of Assassins has dispatched us with an additional 9 regular assassins under our command."

Juel nodded. "Good leave as soon as possible and gather whatever information you can on my brother's whereabouts and rescue him. Any other useful information you can gather on the enemy will be of second priority." The three elite assassins bowed deeply before they disappeared.

"As you command." The first Black Phoenix almost whispered before he disappeared entirely.

_Ω_

The 04/15/2581

David Armstrong hurried into cover under the entrance of his apartment building from the heavy rain that had laid siege on the city of New York City. He ran a hand through his short hair to get the worst of the rainwater out of it. The water dropped down on his face and down unto his partly waterproof light gray coat. He pulled out his keys and unlocked the door and stepped inside and wiped his shoes while walking towards the lift at the end of the small hallway. He stepped into the rather spacey lift and pushed the bottom to the 25th floor. The doors closed and the lift sped upwards to its destination.

David got out of the lift and walked down the empty hallway down to his apartment. He unlocked the door and called out.

"Honey I'm home!" It was first now that he saw that all lights were turned off and that no one answered him. That couldn't be right he had talked with his wife on the phone ten minutes before he had entered the building. David tensed and slowly moved into his home his hand ever so slowly reaching for the large M6C/SOCOM hidden in a special designed socket for the gun inside of his coat. He walked into the small hallway that led him into the living room. Everything was as he had left it this morning before he had left to get to his office closer to downtown. He moved through the living room, his gun in his hands and ready blow the head off of anyone who had broken into his apartment. He neared the arched doorway that led into the kitchen. Something was moving about in there. He could hear the small noises of someone moving around. Taking a deep breath he rounded the corner and aimed his pistol at his wife.

He quickly yanked his finger away from the trigger before he pulled it. He let out the breath he was holding. He put the gun away and looked at his wife. She was standing in front of the sink with her back turned to David. She was washing a few dishes if David had to guess on what she was doing over there.

"Honey, you didn't answer my call and why are you standing here in all this dark?" He asked as he walked closer to the island that separated them. She didn't answer right away and David had this nagging feeling that something was very wrong here.

"Oh I'm sorry dear. I just thought it was a good idea. Don't really know why." She turned her head so she could look at him over her should and gave him a warm smile. He returned the smile and breathed out again, that was when he saw the hand of a female human sticking out from around the island, his wife's hand if the wedding ring on the finger was any indication. Again he reached for his gun aiming it at the imposter the looked like his wife. However before ever got to pull the trigger something pressed against the backside of his head, the end of the barrel of a gun.

Reacting fast David spun around, pushing the offending gun away from his head aiming his own at his assailant only to the blur of a gray hood. A fist connected with his right chin, knocking teethes out from the sheer force behind it. He didn't have time to recover before he was grabbed the shoulder and a pop of air was heard before a knee rocketed into his stomach. It would have send him flying had his assailant held onto him. The air was knocked out of him and he collapsed to his knees and emptied his stomach out on the floor. His vision darkened but his assailant wasn't quite finished yet. David felt a strong hand grabbing his hair and with a strong throw sent him through the air into the living room and onto the coach.

David shook his head and spat out a few drops of blood. The world was spinning like crazy for him. The spinning soon died down to a more tolerant phase and he was beginning to make out the details of his assailant. It was clearly a human male, no doubt about that, he was clad in a gray, dark gray and black colored armor with a cloak reaching down to his angles with a hood over his head in the same colors. At his wrist rested a handle to a sword, probably some kind of energy sword like the ones the Shangheilies loved so much. The imposter disguised as his wife walked up besides the cloak wearing ninja guy, an evil smile crossing her lips. She had a small data pad in one of her hands, probably from the island in the kitchen, and looked over whatever was stored on it.

"David Armstrong, live in New York City, married with no kids, have received military training, officially work as a financial audit at Grand Tomson" his wife's eyes looked up from the data pad and straight into his own. "Unofficially works as an ONI agent of Section One, handles security and storage of data."

David's eyes went wide. _How do did they know who he was and what his real job was? And more importantly who were they in the first place?_ He thought to himself. He slowly scanned the room for a way to escape his captives and somehow call for help.

"What do you think you're looking for?" The women asked as she forced him to look at her with a forceful hand around his jaw. Small sparks of electricity appearing everywhere on her skin, hair and cloths. Slowly she started to transform from top to toe. Her skin color changed from white to light brown, A few lines of bleach white tattoos appearing on her changing face features, and her body's overall structure changed as well, making her more muscular and even taller before everything disappeared behind an armor that matched her partners perfectly In terms of design. The clothes she had worn seconds ago had literally turned into the armor.

"W-who are you guys?" David asked still not quite believing what he just saw. The one that had been disguised as his wife straighten up to her full high and spoke but this it wasn't his wife's voice this time it was his own.

"Someone very interested in your and your organizations work." She grabbed the sword handle in one hand and activated it. A dark gray and black energy blade, almost disappearing in to darkness of the room, sprung to life. "But you don't need to worry about that, we'll take good care of your work." With great speed she swung the energy sword at him. David had no time to react and only felt a small sting when his head and neck was separated from his shoulders. The head hit the floor with small thud and rolled under the table in front of the coach. The black phoenix that still had his gun in his hand bent down and took the head by the hair and lifted out from under the small table.

"Get the storage unit ready, the brain cells die quickly." The female black phoenix nodded and retrieved a small dice formed device from one of her small bags around her waist. She placed it on the table and tabbed it on the top. A light emitted from it and a flat but wide circular slipspace portal appeared millimeters above its top. The male black phoenix dropped the head through the portal. The portal closed when the head had gone through it, effectively storing the head in slipspace. The dice's edges emitted a light red glow, signifying that something was stored within it.

"Retrieval successful, let us dispose of the bodies and head back to base and get those memories transferred into our minds." The male black phoenix produced a similar dice this one also had light red edges. The female nodded and headed for the door. While she walked she changed into the form of David Armstrong. The male followed close behind, transforming into an agent from Section Tree.

_Ω_

**The 04/30/2581**

Siflion took a short breath before he parried a fist aimed for his face. He quickly grabbed the arm of his assailant forced it down unto his knee, breaking the arm. Dark blue light from where the arm had been broken, showing the damaged hard light, that his opponent has made of. Still holding on to the arm he swung his opponent into another that had aimed to deliver a kick from his left. The two hard light constructs collided with each other and landed on the artificial ground, the hard light shining through the holes of their 'skin'. A third hard light construct was summoned a few meters in front of him. Siflion smiled beneath his helmet and charged the newly arrived enemy. The hard light construct took a defensive stance, ready to greet the charging Sinner.

Siflion struck with his left hand. The hard light construct pushed the incoming fist out of the way and prepared to follow up with a punch of its owe but found itself on the ground as siflion had removed its feet from the ground with a kneeled down round kick. Siflion stood up again and stamped as hard as he could on his down opponent's chest. His foot dug deep into the hard light and the entire construct vanished. Siflion smiled yet again to himself and turned only to receive a punch right in the face. The two constructs had collected themselves and had ganged up on him. Siflion dodged and parried most of the attacks from his opponents that didn't give him room to counter. The fight moved to a small empty UNSC outpost with no one getting the upper hand. Spotting a low hanging pathway between two buildings Siflion jumped and reached for the railing just as the two hard light constructs attacked at once. Siflion got hold of the railing and pulled himself up, the two constructs following right behind him.

The first construct reached the top and charged at Siflion. Siflion parried the incoming punch and spun around the construct and took hold of the back of its head. With a roar he smashed its head into the railing. Cracks ran over its face like shattered glass, the railing bending to near its breaking point. The hard light construct went limp and dissolved. The last remaining construct got on top of the pathway. It ripped a piece of the rail off and used it as a weapon. The construct lunged at Siflion, swinging the metal rode in wide arches and keeping Siflion at a safe distance. Siflion dodged every attack and after minutes of exchanging blows he finally saw an opening and took it. With a quick move he grabbed its hand that held the metal rode and with a powerful kick towards its left knee he broke the constructs leg, making it loose its balance and dropping to its knee. With the construct temporarily stunned he ripped the metal rode out of its hand and stabbed it through its throat. The hard light construct made a gagging noise, a surprised expression on its otherwise emotionless face. Taking hold on both end of the metal rode he twisted it around, serving the constructs head from its shoulder. The construct disappeared like its siblings and soon after the pathway and everything else around Siflion dissolved, revealing the hard light everything had been made up of.

Siflion stood now near the middle of a large empty room with a metal door on one of the four walls. The door opened and a pair of Spartan-IVs entered, their weapons aiming at the Sinner.

"Training's done for today." One of them said, pointing at the door. "Time to get back to your cell." Siflion just nodded at them, his helmet falling apart into the individual nano machines his entire armor was made up of and down to his shoulder, revealing his head, and extended his hands towards them. One of them moved up to him and placed a pair of large and heavy handcuffs around his wrists, not that he couldn't break through them. They were after all designed to hold Spartans and not a Sinner like him but he didn't try to escapes, he was after all in a high security prison with tons of Spartans and every third of them had gauss rifles that would tear him to pieces within seconds if he tried anything stupid.

The two Spartans escorted him back to his cell from the war games room where he had been 'allowed' to train and keep himself in form while he stayed here… wherever here was. Siflion knew that they monitored him while he trained, trying to learn as much as they could about him and fighting techniques, but he had become bored out of his mind just sitting in his cell meditating or trying to understand why that there were Precursor technology inside that girl he had scanned onboard the UNSC New Dawn. Of course the guys who monitored him weren't the only ones learning, his servitor had hacked its way into the facilities wireless network and had begun gathering information undetected. It wasn't anything classified or highly secured, that would expose his servitor sniffing around on the net. She was gartering data from official sites like healthcare sites, free information sites and sites that described their history.

So far she had covered most of all official events about their history, like the world wars, the development of the slipspace drive, the insurrections, the bloody events during the Human-Covenant war and the many conflicts after its conclusion, and at the very end rumors of Siflion civilization's small attacks and raids on the worlds near the border of UEG space.

Siflion and his escort arrived at his cell. Siflion went inside and the door closed and locked behind him. He let out a light sigh and sat on the bed in a meditating position and focused on the data that his servitor had gathered while he had trained. The stream of data rushed forth into his mind by the help of his servitor who controlled the flow so that he wouldn't be overwhelmed by the large amount of data.

Hours went by as Siflion looked through all the data. He only stopped when he heard the door slid to side and a man with a tray with food on stepped inside. He placed he tray on the floor not far from the entrance.

"Enjoy the mashed potato." The man said as he turned to leave but before that he made a small hand signal with his right hand. Siflion eyes widened for but a second. The hand signal had been fast and unnoticeable by anyone not knowing what to look for, hell Siflion had barely seen it himself but he was sure it hadn't been his imagination. The signal had been one the imperial army's stealth units make use of when they are on undercover operations to signal to each other about friendlies up ahead.

Siflion pondered for brief moment over what unit the man belongs to when it dawned upon him, a black phoenix, the inner circle and leaders of the Order of Assassins. Siflion smiled to himself and dug a hand into the massed potato and found something hard inside. He pulled it out and the small nano machines removed the massed potatoes that stuck to the tiny device. When it was all clean could Siflion see what it was, a tiny experimental communicator that used a rather unstable slipspace frequency. The instability made almost impossible for anyone to pick up the link but the quality of the link was very poor. The nano machines absorbed the tiny device into the armor and linked it up with his armors own communication system. Siflion activated the device. The shape noise of interference reached his ears, he grimaced at the offending noise, but it soon died down enough for him to make out a voice calling for him.

"…lion can y-y-you read me-e-e? Repeat, Siflion can you read me?" The voice was nearly drowned in the offending noise but Siflion could just make out the words.

"I read you."

"Thank t-t-the ancesto-ors, you were pretty h-hard to find." The black phoenix said with an unstable voice through the channel. "We'll arrange an escape for you as soon as possible."

"No. Not yet. I need you to gather some information on a particular person of interest."

"And who would that be my prince? Our mission was only to recue you for your sister." The black phoenix sounded annoyed by having to do more work than he and the others had intestinally thought.

"I know, but there's something special about this one."

"Fine why not." The answer came after a few moments of silence. "Send us a memory of this person and we'll look into it." Siflion smiled to himself.

"Good when you have found out where she is you'll get me out of here then we go get her." Siflion sent all he knew about Cortana, before he closed the link and laid himself on his small bed. Now he just had to wait for the assassins find her and break him out of here.

_Ω_

**The 05/07/2581 Estevan, Canada**

Cortana lay on her bed in her room. She and the rest of Reach team had been granted a few weeks shore leave after what they had encounter on Growth. The house she and her parents, John-117 and Julia Griffin, lived in was a small one located in Estevan, Canada, a small town no more than 20-30 kilometers from the US-Canadian border.

It was nice being back home with her parents after having been away from them for months, first the Spartan-IV initials and argumentations that she needed, even though she was a child of two Spartans She still needed the cybernetic implants, when the training that came after and finally her tours with her team across human space and beyond. Just yesterday she had gone to a hockey game with her farther, not that sports really interested the old man that much. The game had been awesome most of all because her favorite team had won big time over their rivals.

The old war hero had gotten a job in the local police force along with his wife. Apparently her parents couldn't quite put their old military lives behind them and therefor had gotten a job in the police… not that there were that much crime in the town and whatever crime ring dared show their ugly face around here were in for quite a surprise when two former Spartans came knocking down their doors.

"Cortana" She heard her mother call from downstairs "dinner's ready." Cortana sighed. Being in a family only composed of Spartans made dinner a rather special occasion for them since Spartans could go for weeks on end without food or water. Cortana got down the stair at the end of the small hallway, and stepped into another small hallway that separated the kitchen and the living room. The TV was running in the background while the family of three sat around the table. Lasagna was on the menu.

"… according to ONI, the explosions that leveled several buildings and injured an still unknown number of people in Nottingham, Great Brittan, a few days ago was due to a huge gas leak, however eyewitness saw a small group of what they describe as black armored soldiers leaving the screen in a hurry, could the insurrections finally have reached? We have talked with professor…" The TV was turned off by John, he didn't like hearing about such things ever since he had settled down and started his family. Of course he missed the military… well some parts of it, it had after all dominated most of his life. The dinner went by with some small talk here and there, mostly Julia asked to Cortanas missions and her stay on the UNSC New Dawn. When they were done talking about her military career her mother and father started talking among themselves, something about and upcoming festival in a nearby big city and how they all should go and have some fun together. Meanwhile Cortana had shut both of them out and was looking quiet traffic out on the street in front of the house. Two vans stopped on the other side of the street right in front of their house and 11 black armored soldiers stepped out of them with rifles in their hands. She could identify one of them by the design of his armor, Siflion.

The imperial soldiers lined up in the middle of the street and readied their weapons and before Cortana could yell to her parents they opened fire. The blasts of antimatter round cut their way through the walls and into the house, everything exploding around the three family members. The three Spartans threw themselves to the floor while the antimatter round whizzed through the air above them.

"What the hell is happening!?" Julia yelled over the many small explosions.

"It's those other human guys I told about!" yelled Cortana back. Her mother looked back at her with a look that told her that someone was in big trouble.

"You mean the guy who dug tentacles into your brain?" Cortana nodded her head slowly.

"Alright… I'm gonna kill him now that I got the chance." Julia crawled her way to the cupboard under the sink and opened it. After looking around in there for a few seconds she pulled out a pair of assault rifles and tossed one of them over to John who effortlessly caught it, a magnum was thrown to Cortana, who quickly took it. Cortana still wondered for how long those weapons had been down there, she didn't recall that she had seen them before. However that question had to come later when they were safe again. The family got up so they could shoot out of the shattered window and out on the assassins.

The energy shields of the assassins flared to life and brushed off the lethal bullets. Knowing that their Shields wouldn't be able to protect them forever they activated their cloaks and disappeared from sight.

"I counted 11 before… There were only 10 when we fired back." John said while he scanned the street for the invisible enemies and just as he had uttered the last word was the wall to their left just behind them exploded inward and through the dust cloud of former bricks came Siflions armored figure sprinting towards Cortana who was the closest to the hole.

Cortana quickly got on her feet and fired her magnum at the charging Sinner, his shield absorbing the damage and swung his hard light blade at her. Cortana threw herself back and away from deadly blade that would have taken her outstretched arm off. Siflion prepared to follow up on his attack but his sword arm was grabbed by a pair of strong hands and before he could react he received a knee to his guts from the Chief himself. His shield still held but the knee had nearly shattered it. He didn't take any damage but the force from the knee still lifted him off of the ground and sent him a few feet's back. Siflion quickly recovered only to that Julia was aiming her assault rifle at him and was about to pull the trigger. Seeing no other option he threw himself through the thin wall to his right, just as the bullets pierced everything behind him where he had stood a moment ago, and out into the small hallway. Julia was about to reload her rifle when two assassins jumped through the destroyed window and into the kitchen. The assassins had swished out their morpher rifles with their APD hand guns and hard light swords and engaged the three Spartans, one against Julia and the other against both Cortana and the Chief.

Cortana and the Chief managed to get a few hits in before they had to dug and dodge the deadly dark blue blade of vaporizing energy. The Assassins clearly wasn't as strong as Siflion but they made up for it with greater agility and advanced fighting styles even for imperial standards.

The two assassins were clearly in disadvantages, it didn't take long for the three Spartans to knock them unconscious or injure them beyond fighting conditions, but they had served their purpose, distracting them. Four new assassins appeared along with Siflion. With their superior numbers they tried to overwhelm them with sheer force. More holes in the walls were made as imperial assassins were sent through them only to get back up again and sprint right in again. In the middle of all the chaos was Cortana suddenly taken by neck and thrown through the window and into a parked car just outside. The cars side bent inward with Cortana stuck in it. Cortana tried to wrestle her free from the metal that held her captive and after a few tries she got free and feel to knees only to see a shadow blocking the light of the descending sun. She looked up to see Siflion looming over her and lunged at him with a fist but the fist never reached. Cortana was confused for a moment until she heard a small thump and looked down see her arm from right above her elbow and down lying on the ground. She didn't even have time to scream before Siflion punched her in the head with a powerful fist and knocked her unconscious. He picked her up and flung her over one of his shoulders and grabbed an antimatter grenade.

"Target have been captured, we're leaving boys." He shouted over the com channel to the assassins. The assassins quickly broke free of their fights and grabbed their fallen before they rushed out of any opening they find while leaving a charging grenade behind them. Siflion threw his own grenade and walked casually towards the vans they had arrived in. The kitchen exploded in a shower of burning bricks and pieces of wood. Siflion laid Cortana on the floor of the van while the assassins got onboard and stepped on the speeder, leaving the destroyed house behind them.

The Chief pushed the large pieces of rubble off of him and groaned as he stood up, his body was covered small burns and scratches and his clothes were ripped to shreds but he didn't care. He looked at the destruction and found his wife in the rubble not far from where his had laid. He pulled her out from under the destroyed bricks that once had been a wall. He placed her out on the sidewalk, away their house that threatened to give in under from its own weight. He checked if she still breathed, she did. He was relieved to know that and breathed out loud. In the distance he could make out the sound of police cars and inwardly scolded at them for first showing up now. Ignoring the sirens from the police cars he began shaking his first lightly then more forceful until she came back to consciousness with gasp and sat up with a shocked expression. Turned and looked at her husband then looked around for Cortana, not seeing her daughter anywhere she turned back to Chief, an unspoken question in her eyes that she couldn't get herself to ask. Chief nodded a sad and wrathful expression on his face.

_They took Cortana_

Julia Sniffed, trying to keep her tears and anger at bay but couldn't when Chief pulled her into a tight hug.

"Don't worry honey, we'll get her back and make them pay, I'll call Lasky and call in a favor." He stoked her shoulder long black hair carefully with a hand, trying to make her relax just a little. "We'll get her back for sure." He said with a fire in his eyes, a fire of wrath and determination.

**A/N: So I finally got around and introduced both the Chief and his wife. Don't worry details about how they met and such will soon follow... or you could PM me i you can't wait ;)**


	9. Behind enemy lines

**A/N: Hallo everyone and merry Christmas to you all. So I finally got my 2 tons lazy ass out of the chair and got some work done on this story (I have been at it ever since the last chapter but we don't tell that to anyone ;) ) Aaaanyway I hope this chapter isn't too long. I have been playing with the idea of breaking it up into smaller ones but couldn't really find good places without making them too short. Hope you all enjoy it and please leave a comment… I like comments XD**

Behind enemy lines

**The 05/10/2581 Onboard the UNSC Infinity **

The Chief and his wife, Julia griffin, walked down the hallway towards one of the many conference rooms on the UNSC Infinity to meet Fleet Admiral Thomas Lasky. They found the room and entered. The room wasn't that large and only Lasky was in it. He was facing the monitors that decorated one of the four walls. The monitors showed the UNSC Security Council. Lasky and Admiral Serin Osman, the Commander –in-Chief of ONI, were in a heated debate about how ONI's Section One and Three got infiltrated by the imperials, the imperials getting access to crucial data about the Spartan programs and all their troop movements. Osman's Answers seemed calm and collected but Chief, as a follow Spartan-II, knew that she would have jumped through the monitor and bitten Lasky's head off had he not been hundreds of kilometers above Earth, fleet admiral and a member of the UNSC Security Council.

"…We're talking about at nearly a dozen ONI agents suddenly disappearing without any traces of them over a few weeks, how could you or any of your subordinates not have looked into that?" Lasky asked the ONI chief sharply. "And that's not taking into account that they managed to break into a top secret high security prison that housed a single prisoner, the prince of our new enemy, the imperials, I might add, and they got away with him while your men acted like a bunch of headless chickens!" The Chief raised an eyebrow in awe. He was impressed that Lasky dared talk like that to Osman after all what Lasky had told him about that woman. Osman was about to come up with a counter answer when the General of the Air Forces interrupted her.

"It looks like you have visitors Fleet Admiral Lasky. We'll take this talk on a later date." The other member of the council, except Lasky and Osman, nodded their heads in agreement. The meeting would be taken up on a later date. The council members turned off the monitors from their end, the last one to do so was Osman who gave Lasky a long piercing glance that told him that their fight had just begun before she too turned off her monitor. Lasky breathed out heavily and full of relief before turning off his own and turned to greet his guests.

"Chief!" Lasky smiled. "Good to see you again old friend." He beaconed for them to sit down at a nearby table and the two Spartans accepted.

"It's also nice to see you again Julia." Lasky smiled at Julia while he took a seat on the other side of the table from the two Spartans. "I must say, you become more and more beautiful every time I see you."

Julia gave a light laugh. "As charming as ever I see… now you had something that you wanted to show us." Lasky nodded his head and grabbed five holopads from the table and spread them out before the Spartans. The Chief took one of them. It was data about five Spartan-IVs. The one Chief held was about one named Lucas Esbjörnsson. According to his journal his augmentations didn't go quite as planned because of some malfunctioning equipment. The poor guy grew to nearly 3 meters in height and was in such pain that it was a miracle that was able to fight after years of coma. He had to take a special mixture of medicines to keep his body from breaking itself down on a weekly basic. The others on the list were more normal Spartan-IVs with a quite a few rough battles on their resume.

"These Spartans are from our daughter's team." Julia realized and looked up at Lasky. "Why?"

"They want their comrade back and have volunteered to help you on your crazy rescue mission to get your daughter back." Chief dropped the pad in his hand unto the table.

"So you'll back us up with weapons and other supplies?" Lasky shook his head.

"No I can't… Osman have convinced the Security Council not to take any aggressive actions towards the new enemy since they are targeting the loyalist worlds at the moment… My hands are tied behind my back."

The two Spartans looked down, depressed that they couldn't do anything to get their daughter back anyway… legally at least.

"However" Said Lasky with joy in his voice, making the two Spartans looked back up at him. "I'm sending you two and the rest of Reach team to be bodyguards for Thel Vadam's son, Rak Vadam." Julia raised an eyebrow and looked confused at the fleet admiral.

"And how is that going to help us get our daughter back in any way?" The question made Lasky smile wide.

"You're, officially by the UNSC and the UEG at least, going to protect Rak from harm and follow him where ever he wants to go, something about building political trust and all that. Rak will then, without the rest of the Security Council knowing, go on a rescue mission to get your daughter back home… seems like that Rak guy have taken a liking in young Cortana after all that happened on Growth." The two Spartans brightened up at the good news.

"So when are we going to meet this Rak Vadam who has a good eye on our daughter?" Julia asked, the Chief send her a sideways glance that told her not to go there. She simply replied with an innocent look on her face that bordered teasing. Lasky shook his head a few times at the small act between the two and coughed into his hand, reminding them that he was still there.

"Anyway… Reach Team is down in the Spartan garrison bay, I took the liberty to have a set of MJONIR (GEN2) power armor made for both of you… I made sure that that your armor looks like the mark VI from before the end of the Human-Covenant war Chief."

The two Spartans thanked Lasky for all his help and walked out of the room and headed for the Spartan garrison bay to get armored up.

Lasky sighed for himself before called Roland. A small figure of Rolands avatar appeared on the table and saluted to the fleet admiral.

"You called sir."

"Yes, bring the ship into slipspace… we're heading to Sanghelios."

"As you will sir, beginning preparations for slipspace jump."

_Ω_

**45 minutes later**

The Chief could feel how the massive warship shook a little when it entered the slipspace portal. Chief and Julia, now dressed in the iconic scaled under-suit of the Spartan-IVs, had just entered the Spartan garrison bay and had a great view over the many hundreds of Spartans, scientists and technicians that went about their jobs from the control tower at one of the ends of the large hall. The couple stepped onto a lift and descended to the level where the bays with their new armors waited for them. The Spartans quickly got into each of their work bays and a small army of scientists manned the machines. Piece by piece the armors attached themselves around the arms and legs of the Spartans before attaching the pieces on their chests, backs finally the helmets went down over their heads and sealing the suits of power armor completely. The Chief stepped out from the work bay, his wife following mere seconds later, and saw a team of Spartans heading their way, one of them the biggest man Chief had ever seen in his life. The team of Spartans stopped a few feet from the Spartan couple and saluted them.

"Reach Team at your service!" One of them called out and took a step forward before taking off his helmet. "I'm Lieutenant Colonel Tay Adams and this is my team. We… fought alongside with your daughter, Cortana. When we heard that she had been abducted by the imperials we fought against on Growth and that you two were going after them we decided to come with you." The chief nodded and shook tay's hand.

"I'm glad to finally meet you." Chief looked at the other Spartans. "Cortana have spoken highly of you and your skills."

"Of course she has." Said Ashley Bush, she folded her hand behind her head. "We're Reach Team after all, some of the best Spartans you'll ever find." She boasted.

"Well that's good to hear that we're backed up by someone of caliber." Julia said to Ashley with smile under her helmet before turning back to Tay again. "You said that your team had fought these guys before right?"

Tay Nodded. "Yes… well one of them if the report is anything to go by. It was the guy they broke out of prison a few days before they came after Cortana, His name is Siflion and is the prince of the imperials if you were wondering but Duke can tell everything we know about him and his kind when we have shown you your cabins."

"Duke, who's that?" Chief asked as he tilted his head a bit to the side.

"Oh sorry about that, Duke is Cortana's AI. It's his job to keep an eye out for her since she's so young." Tay explained. "Now let us go see him." He gestured for them to follow him down the hall way away from the garrison. Chief stayed behind for a short time until he had some distance between him and everyone else. He turned back to the bay where the armor he now wore had been assembled and grabbed a necklace made of a small chain that he had placed on a box before he had entered the machine. At the end of necklace was an empty AI data crystal chip. He removed his helmet and put on the necklace and laced the helmet back on again. He lifted the chip and ran a thumb over its surface, old memories of who once had resided in the chip ran through his head. Thousands of images of her appeared before his eyes and he was almost certain that he heard her voice at one point. He tightened his grip around the chip.

_I'll bring her back, I promise that._ He promised to the empty chip and headed down the hallway to where the other had walked away with clenched teeth for in his mind sang Cortanas voice.

_Don't make a girl a promise, if you know you can't keep it._

_Ω_

**The 05/21/2581 Old Prehistoric human capital system: 400.000 kilometers from Charum Hakkor orbit**

Cortana woke up to the sight of a grayish metallic floor around a meter from her face. First she thought she was falling and tried to prepare herself for the impact with the floor but quickly found out that her entire body was fixed in place, her arms locked tightly against her sides, and that she was hovering just a bit more than a meter over the floor in some kind of artificially manipulated gravity field. It wasn't much that she could see with her head fixed towards the floor but she managed to spot a pair of dark armored boots on either side of her.

"Looks like she finally came back from unconsciousness, what bad timing she has." One said. She didn't recognize the voice. "Doesn't really matter now, we'll still proceed as we planned." She recognized this voice as Siflions.

"Understood." Replied whoever Siflion was talking to. She could feel how they pulled down the collar of her T-shirt with their, armored fingers, the clod touch send a small shiver down her spine, and placed a tiny circular metal device on her neck, the cold feeling of the metal making her want to try to shake it off if her body hadn't been locked in place.

"The device is in place, sir… My lord, If I may ask, why would you give something like this to her? It's not like we really need anyone to keep an eye out for her when we get back to New Erde-Tyrene, she would have nowhere to hide." The unknown one questioned.

"That's true assassin but I'm not intending to just lock her up somewhere. There's something very interesting hiding inside her head and I want to find out what that is." Siflion answered in a sharp tone, not wanting to discuss this any further now that she had awoke. "Now activate it and let us get her down from there."

The assassin nodded and the sound of commands being entered on a hologram was heard. Cortana could feel something pierced the skin on her neck shortly after the last command had been entered and slowly and painfully made its way through her flesh and down to her spine. The pain she felt from whatever digging into her neck was nothing compared to what came next when it dug in and latched onto the nerve cells within her spine. The pain was overwhelming, her mind drowning in the pain. She wanted to scream her lungs out but couldn't, only a soundless, scream came out of her mouth. She didn't even feel how her body collided with the floor when the gravity field was turned off and she dropped to the floor like a sack of sand.

She didn't know how long she lay on the floor, it could have been minutes, hour, hell even days. For her it was an eternity of endless pain that nearly drew her to the edge of sanity. But seemingly out of nowhere came a pair of arms and pulled her into a tight hug and as if it was magic the pain rapidly disappeared. As the pain retreated she slowly regained her senses and her vision returned. She looked around from the hard metal, searching for whoever had hugged her only for her eyes to rest on Siflion and the gathered assassins a few feet away from her. Siflion shook his head, as if he could read her mind and answered the unspoken question that must have been clear through her eyes. A quiet warm female laughter sang through the large storage room that they were currently in. It were clearly none of the few female assassins that had laughed as most of them now seemed more interested in their own things than her and she doubted that Siflion had such a feminine laughter. Again Siflion answered her unspoken question by tapping lightly to the side of his head.

It took Cortana a few seconds for her to figure out what he meant by that when it dawned upon her. She touched the small device on the back of her neck. _An AI,_ She thought to herself. The laughter returned much louder this time.

_That's correct, young master, though the imperials call us servitors so please use that term from now on_. A female voice almost sang in the back of her mind. _I'll be keeping an eye on you and help you integrate into the imperial population._

_Why would they give me something like you? What would they even archive by giving me you… information?_ Cortana bombarded the servitor with her questions leaving no room for the servitor to answer the many questions.

_Wow wow clam down or would you rather spend your time in a cell for the rest of your life?_ The servitor asked back jokingly. Of course she wouldn't like that. _Good so hold on to your questions and I'll give you information on things I can alright and by the way I'm sorry about your left arm._ Cortana made a confused expression and looked at her left arm or what was left of it anyway. Cortana could only stare at the stump as the memory of how she had lost it slowly came back to her. She slowly turned to Siflion with malice and hate in her eyes.

"You… you cut off my arm!" She screamed and sprung to her feet and charged the Sinner who didn't seem to care that he was about to get his teeth knocked out. She focused all her strength into her right fist as she closed the distance between them and when she was within range she stroke with all her might. She almost stripped over her own feet when most of her body suddenly was out of her control and she missed her target with mere inches. As soon as her momentum was over her entire body froze in place.

"Wha-what's happening?" She asked surprised, mostly to herself than anyone else. Out of the corner of her eyes she could see Siflion slowly walking up on her right side, a finger trailing lightly over her frozen outstretched arm until he reached her shoulder and then clapped her on the chin.

"That, my young friend, is the leach that I have put around your neck." He said with a serious voice. "I can't be around all the time to keep an eye out on you and this servitor will make sure that you won't do something stupid one way or another. Do I make myself clear?" He stepped in front of her and stared into her eyes. His stare was sharp and told her that she didn't have any choice in this matter other than to accept his terms. She gave a small, almost invisible, nod.

"Good." The freezing disappeared almost immediately and Cortana regained full control over her body once more. "If you like a great view I would look out of the nearest window if were you." He said casually, as if she hadn't tried to make his head do a 360 degree turn around itself. He turned his back to her and walked towards a large set of doors out of the large storage room, leaving Cortana alone with her servitor.

Wondering what he had meant about a great view she slowly walked over to a window, avoiding getting to close to the few assassins that still were in the room. Her eyes widened as she stared at a massive hexagon shaped structure many hundreds of thousands of kilometers away from the small vessel she was in. The structure must have been at least three thousand kilometers across with a web of countless other hexagons inside it with different sizes ranging from a few meters to nearly filthy kilometer. The familiar colors and darkness of a slipspace portal could be seen within every hexagon. Cortana also noticed the constant stream of vessels entering and exiting the many slipspace portals.

In the back of her head she could feel how the servitor feed her the information on the structure. It was what the imperials called a slipgate. Some kind of slipspace highway that somehow accelerated vessels through slipspace many times higher than they normally would able to alone. Following the streams of space traffic she soon spotted a large green planet that grew bigger by the second, probably the planet that they were heading to. Again the servitor fed her with information, this time however it was both new and ancient information. First she saw images of the mighty cities that once had decorated the planet's surface before and during the Human-Forerunner war. The next images showed deserts covered with large craters, here and there could the ruins of the cities she had seen seconds ago be seen. Cortana felt sorry for the imperials when she understood what had happened here.

The images stopped and the servitor retreated back to the back of her mind as the small freighter prepared for entering the atmosphere of Charum Hakkor.

_Ω_

**An hour later Charum Hakkor command center.**

The small freighter soared through the air of Charum Hakkor at great speed only a few meters over the treetops of the large trees that covered most of the surrounding area. The sea of wildlife came to a sudden stop and transformed into barren plains that stretched another 400-500 meters before turning into an ever expanding city of metal and glass towers. The small vessel quickly reached the city and dodged in and out of the large skyscrapers that were in its path. Countless droids of all sizes swarmed the air and streets as the city was being constructed and prepared for the increasing population on the planet. As the small vessel flew deeper and deeper into the city the droids were slowly replaced with military and civilian vessels, they had entered the populated part of the massive city. At the very heart of the city was a large fortress been built, that was where they were going. The fortress was massive in scale. Its walls almost as high as the towering building around it and hundreds of war droids patrolled from the air, searching for any potential dangers that would threaten the military heart on the planet. Such a patrol intercepted the small freighter when it was nearing the walls.

Four Terror Majors surrounded the small vessel a circled it as if it was a wounded prey. Cortana could see the Terrors out of the few windows. They looked a lot like an octopus with an oversized head that made up most of the machine, its head nearly as large as a warthog, and six long tentacles with claws at the ends that flowed behind them. She could feel as information and images from the servitor flowed into her mind, telling her everything she needed to know about the Terror series war droids.

According to the information that she received there four class of terror droid, the minor, major, ultra and forth named Bio Terror trooper. The minor and major were essentially the same, only the size different and the major was also equipped with an powerful energy beam canon that more or less worked like the Spartan Laser. The ultra was massive, only a bit smaller than a Covenant Scarab, can't fly and carries a dozen terror minors and a dozen bio terror troopers for protection and giant energy beam canon that pretty much could level a city block in one shot. And finally the bio terror trooper, an organic supercomputer placed in a humanoid-like metal body. The bio terror trooper looked, from the images, like it was as tall as an average Spartan-IV, its right lower arm was replaced with an energy gun and its left arm ended in a claw like that of a Terror Minor.

While the large amount of information was flooding into her mind the crew uploaded a security code to the patrol to get past it and unto a landing pad somewhere behind the massive wall. A few second went by before the four Terror Majors broke off their circling around the small freighter and proceeded with their patrolling. The freighter started moving forward again and flew in between the tall towers that were spread around behind the wall. Soon after the vessel landed barely large enough landing pad and the hatch was opened to allow its passengers to exit.

Siflion was the first to walk down the tiny ramp, closely followed by Cortana who couldn't really do anything else because the servitor inside her head would strike her mind painfully if she didn't follow Siflion. Siflion and Cortana entered the fortress through a door at the end of a walkway linked to the landing pad. What followed after they entered the fortress was a walk through countless hallways, rooms and corridors that Cortana soon gave up on memorizing and instead followed behind Siflion and asked the servitor a few questions.

_Hey AI_. She called out inside her mind, trying to get the attention of the servitor.

_I'm a servitor. Please refer to me as such_. It told her, it sounded rather offended or annoyed.

_Yea yea sorry… Anyway can you tell me a bit about Siflion? All I know about is that he's a prince of some kind_. She asked as they rounded a corner and walked down the long hallway. The servitor chuckled a bit before answering her question.

_Haha… No, Siflion isn't prince of the Empire anymore_. Cortana raised an eyebrow at that. Siflion had told them that he was prince so why did this AI… servitor tell that he wasn't?

_Why not? He told us that he was a prince your empire_.

_He's prince by birth but no longer by title. He was stripped of that title when he joined the Sinners_. The servitor explained. Cortana still didn't understand why being a Sinner was such a bad thing that Siflion had his title taken from him. When she asked the servitor about it, it simply laughed a little.

_Oh you must have very little knowledge of what the Sinners really are and why they're even called that_. Cortana just rolled her eyes at the servitors comment and mentally pressed it for an answer.

_The Sinners, to put in terms that you would know of, would the imperial version of what you call Spartans. They're the most powerful unit ever created by the Empire and more than 85.000 years ago they were a large branch of the imperial military numbering in the hundreds of thousands_. Images of what seem like endless rows of soldiers dressed in almost the same armor as Siflion appeared before her eyes, all radiating with an air of dread and fear. She could feel how her heart started pumping faster as she stared at the ocean of super soldiers, each of them stronger and more experienced than most Spartans would ever be. The images changed, showing her great cities of beauty and overwhelming power on countless worlds.

_The Empire entered a golden age of technology and wealth. However at the peak of this golden age, almost 78.000 years ago, a great darkness spread across the outer worlds of the Empire. They wanted independence from the crown. Riots spread like wildfire across the worlds and before anyone at the core worlds could come up with a countermeasure it had developed into open rebellion_. The images of the beautiful cities turned into burning ruins as energy fire rose from the ground up into the smoke clouds that covered the skies.

_The Sinners were sent to handle the rebellion but not long after most of them had send their forces a massage came back that most of them had turned traitors and joined the rebels, only 3 hundred still remained loyal to the crown and their brethren_. Screens of battlefields where imperial loyalist and rebels battled it out flashed through Cortanas head. The rebel Sinners easily overpowered the countless waves of loyalist soldiers, Billions died a pointless death at their hands and worlds were reduced to smoldering dirt balls where any kind of life no longer could survive.

_The rebels kept pushing towards the core worlds and the imperial throne world of New Erde-Tyrene. At this point Tyral Talma, the emperor at the time and an ancestor of Siflion, had had enough of this rebellion and gathered all his Praetorian Guards and marched towards the rebels_. Other screens of battle appeared before her eyes. This time there were thousands of white and blue armored soldiers led by a single black figure with what looked like a crown on its head. The loyalist forces clashed with the rebel Sinners and it quickly evolved into a giant mess of confusion with explosions everywhere and fighters cutting through the air and engaging in wild and deadly dogfights.

_The rebels finally received a devastating blow when they lost the majority of their Sinners against the Praetorian Guard and were pushed back. A few decades later the last remaining rebel Sinners were hunted down and executed along with any rebels that the loyalists could get their hands on. _The images ended and Cortana first now realized that she had been so absorbed by the images and the story that she hadn't noticed that she and Siflion had entered a large hexagon formed chamber filled with hovering holo screens that showed all kinds of military information, everything from ship movements and supply lines to battle reports and live footage of battles happening millions of light years away.

Cortana spotted a holo screen of a live battle while they moved deeper into the large chamber. It showed how a force of imperials fought against the loyalists on what seemed like a covenant space station of some sort and taking the dead bodies of Brutes and Jackals laying on the ground it was pretty clear who had the upper hand in the fight.

"Aldu! Look who has come home from captivity!" Siflion suddenly shouted out loud while he walked towards a large concentration of holo screens. Cortana caught something moving behind the screens and slowly the screens parted and made way for a black armored man, which Cortana guessed was Aldu. Aldu smiled at the approaching Sinner and prepared to embrace his old friend. Aldu, however, was not met with a hug from his friend but his left fist square in the face. The force behind the punch was so great that it send Aldu off the ground and a few feet back before he landed on the metal floor with a loud thud, blood streaming down from his broken nose.

"Lord of Admirals or not, that's what you get for assigning me and my squad to a ship whose captain is an ass and leave us for dead." Siflion stood over Aldu with murder in his eyes as he started stomping on the downed Commander-In-Chief who screamed in pain each time he got stomped on. A few meters away stood Cortana and watched the one sided beating and didn't know what to make of either herself or the rather comical situation that reminded her of at least half a dozen animes she had watched before she had joined the military. In the end she decided to ask the servitor who is Aldu really was.

_He's the Lord of Admirals and the Commander-In-Chief of the imperial military. He's wearing Triarii armor, an armor only given to the highest ranks of the military. Your military's ranks would be from Brigadier General to your head of military. He is also the head of the Tasmor family, one of the three great families_. Cortana slightly raised an eyebrow, not knowning anything about the families. She didn't have to ask the servitor before it explained.

_The three great families of the Empire are the families of the two admirals and the, at the time, still unofficial Lords of Admirals that were appointed to lead the survivors of the Forerunner-Human war into exile, the Talmas, the Tasmors and the Valdemas. You have already met members of the Talma and Tasmor family. _

The two imperials had finally finished their childish fighting and were now talking among themselves. What they were talking about was a mystery to Cortana. They talked in low voices so she couldn't listen in on what they said. Siflion turned to her and beckoned her to come closer with a motion of his hand. She walked up besides Siflion, not really because she wanted to but because the servitor in her head threatened to take over her body if she didn't comply.

"So this she is what you went through all that trouble for?" Asked Aldu while he sent Siflion a small smirk before he turned back to Cortana and inspected her from top to toe with mild curiosity.

"Hm, she looks well trained… a soldier maybe. What's so special about her?" Aldu turned once more to Siflion who only lifted his hand so it hovered in the air and spread out his fingers. Aldu placed his own hand beneath Siflions and a few sparks of lightning appeared between the two armored hands. Aldu hummed to himself when the small sparks died out. His eye widened suddenly as he stared at first Siflion and at Cortana and then back again.

"I-is it true?" Whispered Aldu so Cortana barely could hear it, Siflion nodded his head to confirm what Aldus question much to Cortanas annoyance. She didn't have any idea what just happened but she didn't have to wait long before the servitor gave her an answer. Apparently Siflion had transferred some data to Aldu via those sparks somehow.

Aldu quickly straightened himself and cleared his throat before he walked a few meters away from the Sinner and Spartan, summoning at least a dozen holograms around him. "I must say that what's inside of her is extremely interesting but we don't know why or even how it got inside her in the first place."

"W-what's inside me? Is it that Forerunner thing inside my head you told me about?" Cortana Looked between the two imperials but none of them said anything.

"Yes it's about that thing in your head. We want to study it and if possible get it out for further study later." Siflion answered after a few minutes of silence.

"To do that we need to get you to a research facility back in the homeland." Continued Aldu still with his back turned to the others. "I'll get you on a vessel back to New Erde-Tyrene. Your sister has returned too by the way, something about a ball with the noble houses to celebrate our return to the galaxy."

Siflion nodded his thanks when Aldu had uploaded the coordinates to the vessel that would take them to New Erde-Tyrene. He beckoned to Cortana to follow him and she quickly complied, leaving the Lord of Admirals alone once more with his holograms. He, however, had lost interest in the reports and glanced at the doors that had closed itself behind the Sinner and Spartan before heading for another set of doors to get back to his personal chambers. _Why would she have Precursors tech in her head? And who put it there?_

_Ω_

The vessel that Siflion and Cortana were given was a large colony ship that was going back to imperial space to pick up more people that wanted to settle on the newly colonized worlds in the nearby systems around the old capital system.

The vessel had left Charum Hakkors atmosphere a few hours ago and were now heading for one of the smaller hexagons in the giant slipgate. It took an additional ten hours before the vessel finally touched the pitch black surface of the slipspace rift and was sucked in and launched through slipspace at insane speed to their first destination, the border of imperial space.

_Ω_

**The 06/27/2581 Urs system, above Sanghelios **

The UNSC Infinity emerged from its slipspace rift not far from the homeworld of the Sangheili race and prime capital of the Covenant Separatists. Not far from where the Infinity had appeared rested the five Forerunner Fortress-class vessels. It was still up for debate what would happen to the five massive warships. So far each race of the separatists and humans had agreed upon giving a ship to each member race with a minimum crew of humans to operate the ships systems while the separatists handled everything else necessary for the ships to be ready for battle. The infinity made its way over one of the Fortress-class vessels, its crew and passengers looking out of any window or opening to see the monster of a ship with energy canons the size of houses.

Chief heard his wife whistle at the sight of the many guns in all sizes. She had an almost a sadistic gleeful look on her face that told him that she wanted nothing more than to try a pull the trigger on one of those guns and see something go boom. Chief was about to tell her something when a call over his helmets radio ordered them to go to one of Infinity's many hangers to meet up with Lasky.

A few minutes later the pair of Spartans stepped into the small hanger where Lasky, Reach Team, a squad of marines and a bunch of diplomats stood in front of a Pelican dropship. The ship was currently getting prepared for takeoff.

Lasky waved at the Spartans as soon as he spotted them "Chief, Julia good you came. We're about to head for the planet surface and you're going to meet with Rak when we arrive." The two Spartans both nodded and stepped into the Pelican with the rest of the gathered humans following suit.

A few minutes later the pelican broke through the thin layer of clouds that covered most of the surrounding landscape. Underneath the dropship were thick forest and wildlife taking up almost all land as all as the eye could see in all directions only a scattered few lakes or small rivers cut through the wildlife. As the Pelican sped past over the treetop a large city like castle appeared on a mountainside. The dense forest around the keep had been cut down to make room for fields of crops, something very new for the modern Sangheilies.

"Everyone get ready for touch down I got Vadam keep in sight." The pilot announced as he slowed the craft to a more respectable speed. Two banshees suddenly appeared from beneath the treetops and quickly traveled the distance to the human dropship and fell in on either side of the craft, escorting it the rest of the way to Vadam keep. The Pelican finally touched down on a cleared area within the city near the outer wall and its passengers were finally allowed out into the open air of Sanghelios, the two banshees flew by overhead before heading back to their positions within the forest. The light from the three suns shone down through the cloud cover and bathed the old city in gentle light. At least half a dozen Unggoies ran over to the craft to polish and refuel it. A Sangheili Major walked up to the humans and gave them a short bow, much to it distaste but the humans didn't notice it.

"Welcome humans to the capital of Vadam. My master and lord, Thel Vadam, have been expecting you." The major straightened himself to his full high and beckoned for the gathered humans to follow him. "If you would follow me." The Major began to walk away from the human craft towards the city's main street that lead up to the castle resting higher up the mountainside.

The castle was rather big compared to the rest of the city with high stone walls surrounding it. Guard towers of the same material popped up here and there on the walls with Sangheili guards armed with either Covenant carbines or beam rifles, all of them keeping a vigilant eye out for any threat towards the castle. The group of humans especially got a few sharp glances before some of the guards returned their watchful eyes to the city and the sky. The metal gate opened up as the humans neared it and allowed they access to an enormous courtyard split in half by the cobblestone road they walked on. On either side of the road were sparing fields where numerous young Sangheili warriors were sparing against each other or firing ranges where the sounds of plasma weaponry could be heard. The major that had guided them turned around to face the group of humans a few feet away from the first steps up to the main building.

"Wait here." He ordered and walked up the steps and through the thick double doors into the building, the doors being closed behind him. Minutes flew by without anything happening and the humans were beginning to notice the increasing looks from the Sangheilies swordsmen and their overseers. Some Sangheilies had looks of mild curiosity while others had… less than friendly expressions. Feeling the tense air the marines slowly tightened their grips on their rifles as they looked nervously between the many Sangheilies mostly armed with energy swords that surrounded them.

The double doors were suddenly flung wide open and Thel Vadam himself and a small escort of guards and councilors stepped out to greet their new guests. Thel wore a golden heavy looking, even by Sangheili standards, armor with a single large pauldron resting on his right shoulder and an energy sword at his waist, ready to take on any assailants that would try to end his life. Thel quickly spotted Lasky in his white uniform and the Spartans that stood at least head and shoulders above the rest of the humans, his eyes stooping for a brief moment on Chief.

"Lasky, you are a sight for sore eyes as always old friend." Thel stepped down from the last step and silently dismissed his swordsmen with a wave of his hand. The Sangheili ruler turned to the Spartans beside Lasky as the many novice swordsmen and their overseers return to their training. "And I can see you have brought an even older friend with you." The Chief gave a short nod as greeting. Thel let out a small snort and nodded back before he beckoned Lasky and the Spartans to follow him inside the castle.

"Come the council meeting is about to begin. Chief, Julia, Reach team and Lasky followed behind Thel as they separated from the rest of the human group, varies Sangheili councilors that had escorted Thel had approached some of the humans and were know in deep talk about different treaties between the Sangheili and the UEG.

The insides of the castle were rather militaristic to say the least. The large hall the double doors led into was built so it could give the defenders maximum advantage against any would-be-attackers that thought of making a frontal charge through the heavy doors. That said it was also clear as day that this was the resident of a powerful lord. Decorations of ancient weapons, painting of old glory and battles took up most of the space on the stone walls. A few castle guards stood watch near a few doorways or in the corners. Thel led them through the large hall and further into the castle that dug deeper into the mountainside.

After almost half an hour of walking later the group came to a hallway with a set of massive purple metal doors at the end. Eight Sangheili Honor Guards all equipped with their trademark energy staves and armor stood at attention with roughly three or four meter between each other and the purple door. They walked past the rows of guards. Thel stopped near the door and looked at the gathered humans.

"Behind these doors are the council chamber and each member is only allowed two guards." Lasky nodded in agreement "Reach team you wait out here. Julia, Chief you're with me." The two Spartans nodded while Reach team nodded too and walked back down the path they had come from.

The door opened up as soon as they came closer and revealed a large well lit circular room with a round table of the same type of metal as the doors taking up more than a fourth of the space in the room. Five chairs in various sizes and shapes were placed around the table. Two chairs were placed closer to each other on the left side of the table, making the chairs otherwise take a corner of the world each. In the right side chair sat an Unggoy dressed in a small but highly decorated robe along with a breath mask covering his mouth, an Unggoy ambassador if Chief had to guess. Near the wall behind the Unggoy ambassador stood two Unggoy ultras as his bodyguards, both armed with heavily modified plasma rifles to fit the unggoies better.

The unggoy ambassador and his two guards turned to inspect the new arrivals. The ultras were rather disinterested in the new arrivals and simply went over who would be the most threatening if things ever came to that. The ambassador however was very interested in Chief. He knew who he was and what he had accomplished during and after the dreadful Human-Covenant war. He knew that he was in the presence of a living legend and a very dangerous killing machine. The ambassador smiled to himself under his mask and turned his wise eyes to Lasky. _What's your game Lasky?_ The Unggoy ambassador thought to himself as Lasky and Thel sat down in their representative chairs around the table. The two Spartans, at Lasky's request, leaned up against the wall furthest from the door, right behind Lasky's chair, and fell silent.

Minutes went by with nothing really happening, some small talk here and there between the representatives but nothing more, when four of a type of Lekgolo that Chief had never seen before entered the room with two Sangheilies, A Spec Ops Officer and a Honor Guard, following close behind. The two Sangheilies moved behind Thel while the four Lekgolo walked towards the two chairs close to each other. The Lekgolo were far lighter, thinner, smaller and more elegant built than the Hunters you would find on the battlefield much to Chiefs surprise. They bodies closely resembled a crude cross between a Hunter and a Sangheili. The first two wore, like the Unggoy ambassador, robes over their armored shells with different symbols and patterns that Chief could only guess what meant all over them. The other two Lekgolo were clearly their bodyguards. They wore armor of the same material like the Hunters and a long razor sharp shield covered most of their left arm while instead of assault cannons on their right arm there were two storm rifles built into it. The two Lekgolo ambassadors sat down while looking at the assembled aliens in the room.

"So… Shall we being the meeting?" One of the Lekgolo asked with what best could be described as a feminine voice. It took the two Spartans of guard that the Lekgolo had spoken. They were so used to the weird noises that the hunters usually made when trying to communicate with others. However it didn't look like it fazed the others much or at all.

Chief had long since lost the sense of time for how long the meeting had went on When he saw the Spec Ops Officer slowly making his way around the table without disturbing the talks and leaned against the wall besides Chief. Julia leaned forward a bit to get a better look at the young officer.

"Greetings, friend of my farther." The officer said with a low voice. "I'm Rak Vadam. I'm the one you're going to 'protect' while I take a few tours around Separatist space."

Chief gave Rak a sideways look and measured him from top to toe. He seemed like a decent warrior compared to those Chief had fought in the war. "I'm John and this is my wife, Julia." He gestured to his wife who gave a short nod. Rak nodded back.

"I have just received a SDV-Class Heavy Corvette with the latest stealth systems and a fine elite Spec Ops crew." Chief nodded, glad to hear that they had a great infiltration ship at their disposal.

"Good to hear. But do you know where to look for Cortana?" Rak's face turned into one of thought as he went over what they knew about the imperials and their movements. After a few minutes of thinking he nodded.

"Yes… Well at least indirectly." He answered. "We know that they're expanding from a specific point near the border of the Orion Arm and intergalactic space and that they're currently focusing most of their military power on the loyalists for the moment so we're going to travel deep into their territories and maybe raid an outpost or something like that and gather some logistics and strategic information on them. They most likely have some logs about that prince of theirs returning or something and by tracking him down we can most likely find Cortana as well." The pair of Spartans nodded in agreement, they really couldn't do much more than that for now.

"I hope you're right, I really do." Said Julia as she turned back to listen in on the meeting. Rak nodded understanding her feeling a little before he grabbed something form his back and presented an energy sword hilt to Chief. "My father wanted you to have this." Chief took the hilt and inspected it. He hadn't much knowledge about how the swords were built but he knew as much that this Sword was a masterpiece.

"My father wanted me to tell you that no great warrior should march to war without a popper weapon at his side." Chief said his thanks and holstered the hilt to waist. This sword could come in handy later.

_Ω_

_Cortana found herself wandering the bloody and war torn streets of nightmare once more. As always piles bodies of humans, UEG and imperials alike, and Covenant species were scattered throughout the streets in an unorganized order, making it hard for her not to step on any of the dead bodies. She stopped at the end of the street and looked to the sky. She could see the tower she had visited before in the distance with a blood red sky filled with tick black clouds hiding most of the red sky. Cortana let out a heavy sigh and started making her way towards the tower yet again. As she walked the abandoned streets of the unknown metropolis she slowly felt that something was wrong with the place. Well except of the obvious carnage that surrounded her around every corner in this forsaken city. _

_She walked on for several minutes, still trying to solve the mystery behind her weird feeling that she was so deep in her own thoughts that she nearly introduced the broken ground to her face when she tripped over something in the middle of the street. With quick reflexes she went into a roll and was just as quickly on her feet again. She turned around to see what she had tripped over. What she had tripped over turned out to be a pair of legs belonging to a dead imperial soldier riddled with holes the size of her fist, it was clear that he had been killed be some kind of high powered energy weapon. However it was not the imperial soldier that made her stay but rather the bodies of a Sangheili warrior and an UNSC marine that lay next to him. Both the Sangheili and the UNSC marine had suffered from the same type of energy weapon as the imperial and by the position that the three of lay next to each other it looked like they had fought together against something. A common enemy perhaps? The Flood? No the Flood was nearly destroyed at the end of the Human-Covenant and what was left had become rather easy to dispose of now. Then an unknown enemy but the Imperials just seemed so advanced… Why would they fight alongside the UNSC and some of the Covenant species? It didn't make any sense. She turned to the large tower that she slowly had headed towards and was now only a few blocks away. "_Maybe that thing can answer some of my questions this time instead of biting my head off"._ She thought to herself as she left the trio of bodies behind and once more headed to the tower. _

_Minutes later she stood in front of the entrance to the tower. Everything looked like it had the last time she was here except for the rows of large sliver spears, almost seven meters in length, which lined the entrance on either side. Impaled on each spear were a person she knew, the first two being her parents then all of her teammates and other important persons like Thomas Lasky and Siflion making up the rest of the rows. All of them had agonizing expressions of a painful death on their faces and the closer to the entrance she got the more she felt like they all stared at her with pleading hollow eyes. She almost ran the rest of the way, wanting the stares to go away, into the lobby and to the elevator and pressed the bottom for the top floor. She let out a relieved breath she hadn't noticed she had held back when the doors closed and elevator lifted her up. The doors separated all too soon and revealed the large balcony with creature standing near the edge. She took a deep breath and walked with strong legs out to it. She stopped in front it only with a few meters in between them, its white eyes on its mouthless face looking her up and down. A crack appeared where the mouth should have been and razor sharp fangs covered its now formed mouth "Time is running out…Have you chosen?" It asked with a voice that sound like a thousand others speaking at the same time. _

_Cortana shook her head and saw the beings face turn into one that closely resembled one of annoyance. "Why not? They're coming and it all depends on your choice!" The angry shout made her ears ring from its sheer volume. Cortana pressed her hands to her ears trying to make the ringing go away. _

"_W-who is coming?" She called back. "Is it the Imperials?" The dry blood colored being gave her the tiniest of smiles, a smile that send shivers down her spin. _

"_You would wish it were them." It answered as burn marks and holes started to appear all over its body and dark blood leaked from them. Cortana stood frozen at the sudden grim change. It lifted its hand and pointed at something behind her before it fell over, dead. Cortana slowly turned around to where the blood colored being had pointed and saw a human-like figure in heavy golden armor hover just above the ground. The human-like figure was massive, a bit more than four meters in height, with an extremely long golden spear that closely resembled the sliver spears at the entrance to the tower in its left hand. Its heavy golden armor looked like something a knight from medieval Europe and from its back shoulders was a pair of large energy wings that looked like they were made of fire._

"An Angel?" _She thought. She looked it right in the face… Well if it had any face under the golden helmet it wore but she could feel its hateful gaze piercing her very souls as it stared down at her. It lifted its spear and pointed it at straight at her, a built up of powerful burning golden energy gathered on the spearhead. Meanwhile Cortana was frozen in place, her body reacting to her commands. The energy was unleashed in a thick beam. Cortana screamed in terror as the beam of burning energy sped towards her and everything turned white right before it hit her. _

**The 05/30/2581 outskirts of the Hollow Storm**

Cortana woke with a scream that could shatter glass. She nearly dropped from the metal bench that rested on when she jolted up from her bad dream. With fast breaches that almost made her hyperventilate she grabbed her chest where the beam of energy would have burned a hole right through her. To her great relief there were no hole to be felt and she slowly calmed down. When she had calmed down enough she turned to inspect her surroundings, she couldn't remember where she was. A small mess hall greeted her eyes with only a few imperials scattered throughout the many tables, most of them chatting with each other or looking at her. Her cheeks turned a few shades redder when she realized why they were looking at her and turned her eyes at the window next to her table. The complete darkness of slipspace but it was soon replaced by the light from the many stars of our own dimension.

The large colony ship was shot out, like a gob of spit from a mouth, from a slipgate the same size as the one it had entered near Charum Hakkor nine days ago. The momentum died out and the huge ship came to a complete hold in front of the countless black holes that surrounded the small star cluster that was home to the old human empire. The forceful and constant pulls from the black holes could be felt as they shook the ship to its core and tried to pull the ship into their crushing grip that nothing could escape. The ship slowly started its powerful engines and ever so careful headed towards a specific point in the thick wall of black holes. The point it headed too was so small and so seemingly normal to the rest of the wall of holes but the ship kept getting closer and closer to the wall. The ship began to shake more violently, its hull getting ripped and teared but held stubbornly together from the gravitational pulls from the holes as it got closer to them. A pair of large rings closely resembling the Slipgates came into view and the large ship slowly moved towards one of them. The pair of ring was the first of a long chain of rings that secured the only known safe passage through the countless black holes and into star cluster hiding within.

From her seat near a window could Cortana see the countless black holes absorbed anything that got too close to them. She even saw a large asteroid the size of a large cruiser getting sucked in by a nearby hole only for the asteroid to break apart from the intense pressure and turned to dust in mere seconds. The shaking came to a sudden stop making Cortana Look away from the window and to the few crew members and passengers in the small mess hall. They seemed rather unfazed by the shaking stopping so shook of the felling that something would happen. She spotted Siflion making his way over to sit opposite to her. He down in front of and placed a small plate with what Cortana would guess was some kind steak with some weird vegetables to the side. The steak smelled funny but delicious nonetheless. Her stomach protested and demanded food. She hadn't really gotten anything to eat ever since she had been kidnaped and taken prisoner. She looked up at Siflion ho nodded.

"It's for you so just dig in" Cortana took a piece of the steak and lifted it to her nose, sniffing it, and otherwise inspected it with eyes at the best of her abilities. Siflion raised an eyebrow at the display before him.

"It isn't poisonous if that's what you think, see." Siflion took a piece of the steak himself and threw it into his mouth and started chewing on it.

"Well it could have been." Mumbled Cortana as ate the piece of meat and then proceeded with the rest of the meal. The meat had a sweet yet spicy taste and it surprised how good it actually was. She let out a sigh when she was done with the plate of good food and looked up at Siflion. He was looking out of the window, deep in thoughts.

"We'll soon arrive at Fortenchos Gate and from there it'll only be a few days before we're at the capital." He didn't take his eyes from the window and kept looking at the darkness of slipspace that they had entered again. Cortana, who didn't know what Fortenchos Gate were sat and gave him a confused look. For some reason her servitor wouldn't give her any info about the gate. She swore she could feel how the servitor found her irritation very humoristic somewhere in the back of her head.

"So what's so special about this gate?" She asked a bit harsher than she had intended because of the servitor. Siflion glanced at her and smiled. He stood up from his seat and beaconed for her to follow him.

"Come I'll show you."

A few moments later the Sinner and Spartan stepped onto the bridge of the vessel. The bridge was small for a ship this size but most of its systems were controlled by what Siflion called a smart servitor, some kind super AI that made AI's like Roland and Duke look like a computer from the 19th century in comparison. The ship's captain turned around a glared at the two as they made their way to the front windows, the pair ignored him. Right as the stood next to the windows the ship exited slipspace and at least a dozen or so moon sized battle stations greeted them. Swarms of hundreds of thousands if not millions of Terror Majors battle droids floated around the ship as it made its way through the imperial bastion. Canons the size of houses and other heavy artillery pieces were scattered all over the stations surfaces and between the stations patrolled groups of ships in all size. Cortana wouldn't be surprised if the fleet guarding the entrance numbered somewhere between 1000-2000 ships.

"W-what is all this?" Cortana whispered mostly to herself as she saw an 8 kilometer long Wave-Class battleship pass overhead. Siflion chuckled at Cortanas dumbfound face. "This" he swept his arm out "is Fortenchos Gate. The Empires first line of defense against the rest of the galaxy. If anyone managed to take and hold this location then the entire Empire would be in danger."

_Ω_

**The 06/15/2581 Neutral Kig-Yar controlled system**

Chief and Julia stepped through the automated door and onto the bridge of Rak Vadams ship, _Justices Shadow_, and casually walked up besides the young Sangheili who stood near the large circular hologram and commanded his crew around. The member of Reach team had already arrived before them and stood around the hologram and observed it.

"What's the situation?" Asked Chief when they walked up to Rak, Reach team turned their attention on the three. Rak snorted and pointed at the hologram which was displaying the image of a star system. A cluster of large asteroids and a few small ships in an asteroid belt were highlighted with a bright yellow color while a larger fleet outside the belt was colored red. "We just received a transmission from the Kig-Yars that they are under attack by imperial forces and we were supposed to resupply and refuel there. We need those supplies."

"So we're going to engage the imperials and support the Kig-Yar?" Julia looked at Rak who shook his head. "Don't be stupid human. We might have the element of surprise but the imperials would tear us apart moments later. No, we'll make use of our stealth systems and make our way to the asteroids and grab as many supplies as we can and be off before the imperials can truly overwhelm the Kig-Yars positions."

"So what do you need us to do?" Tay asked as he cracked his fingers, already preparing for a fight. Rak smiled at the question. "I'll remain here to oversee the battle outside while you Spartans and my best warriors board the asteroid and retrieve whatever you can. I'll have our Phantom ready for launch as soon as we exit slipspace" The seven Spartans nodded and left the bridge and headed for the hanger near the middle of the ship.

The heavy corvette jumped out of slipspace and quickly activated its stealth systems, making it invisible to most sensors and the naked eye. Not far away the Imperial and the Kig-Yar fleets engaged each other inside the asteroid field. Dogfights between the imperials Wing-class fighters and the Kig-Yars mix of Space Banshees and Seraphs were brutal among the large and small asteroids ever so often an imperial fighter would crash into an asteroid, exploding much to the enjoyment of the Kig-Yars. But despite the advantage the Kig-Yar had in fighting in the asteroid field the imperials proved too much and were slowly but surely cutting down the Kig-Yar forces.

The Corvette carefully made its way through the deadly rocks and the phantom left the ship and flew the short distance between an asteroid base and the ship.

Onboard the Phantom in its dark and cramped troop bay stood Chief, Julia Reach team and 17 Special operation Sangheilies, all of them checking their covenant weapons.

"Be cautious warriors, imperial ground forces have boarded the asteroid base you're on so be quick about your business." Rak warned over the radio. The Phantom touched down inside a small hanger with an energy field to keep the vacuum of space out. The Separatists and Spartans quickly disembarked the transport and rushed into the base. The sound of fighting could be heard further inside the base as Kig-Yars and imperials clashed in furious firefights. The Sangheilies spread out into small teams, leaving the seven Spartan on their own. They pushed forward, the sound of battle getting louder and louder with every step. Julia was about to turn a corner when antimatter fire flew passed her head, only millimeters away from hitting her shield. She quickly pulled back and readied her storm rifle and carefully looked around the corner. The hallway opened up to a large hall with a the middle of it removed so one could see next two floors up and down with imperials and Kig-Yars battling for control over the halls.

The shots had simply been stray shots from a wounded imperial trooper. None of the two combatants took note of the Spartans. Chief, Julia, Alex and Ashley emerged from the hallway and started opening fire at the unsuspected imperials and three or four fell to the sudden rain of fire. Tay, Nikolai and Lucas stayed at the entrance and fired too, killing at least four Imperials more. Chief and the others threw themselves into cover as the imperials returned fire and the walls and floor exploded with tiny explosions from their antimatter based weapons. The Kig-Yars were surprised by the sudden arrival of humans, and Spartans no less, but that didn't stop some of them form taking advantage of the imperials shifting their focus elsewhere. Another imperial trooper dropped dead while three others shields were badly damaged.

"You… Demons! What're you doing here!?" One of the Kig-Yar yelled, a ranger by the look of his armor with his helmet strapped to his back. Chief itched closer to the ranger from behind the cover so he wouldn't get shot.

"Spartan-117"Chief introduced. "We're here to gather supplies and fuel for our ship but you were under attack." The Kig-Yar nodded before he looked over his cover and fired his beam rifle, wounding another imperial. "Names Ixix, for what we know I'm currently the highest ranking officer on this rock and in charge of getting as many civilians out of here as possible." Ixix pointed down a corridor behind them.

"We're pinned here because of the civilians, if we pulled away from this position the civilians would be slaughtered within minutes." Ixix cursed as a volley of Antimatter fire hit them and two kig-yars went up in bloody pieces from an antimatter stick grenade. Another volley of antimatter hit their cover, most of the shots managing to finally piercing the cover. Screams of pain could be heard as a third of the Kig-Yars were either killed outright or greatly wounded. On the other side of the large hall roared the imperials in triumph and charged towards the poor defenders with their hardlight blades high over their heads.

"They're coming!" Yelled Lucas as he fired his energy canon at the incoming imperials how either threw themselves into cover or simply dodged the fire and kept advancing. Lucas dropped his canon and side stepped when an imperial swung his sword at him, aiming for his throat. Lucas clenched his right fist and launched it with all his might into the belly of the imperial trooper. The strong energy shield took most of the punch but it was far from enough to stop it and the fist proceed into the armor, denting and breaking it, and send the trooper off the ground, over the railing and two floors down followed with a loud splat. The now dead imperial troopers' friends came to a complete stop at the display of raw physical power from the Spartan, if it hadn't been because they wore helmets the Spartans would have seen their jaws hit the floor.

Lucas smirked for himself at the imperials hesitance.

"Hastatis imperi! Ne cessaveris auxilia venturus" A pitch black armored imperial yelled further down the hall. The others nodded and advanced once more with renewed spirit. Lucas had to jump back as a trio of what must be Hastatis tried to gang up on him with their hardlight blades drawn. Tay and Julia fired at the trio, one of them dropping dead, to fend them off.

"What the hell did that guy just say anyway!?" Ashley called as she fired her storm rifle at a Hastati, shattering his shield before he dug into cover again.

"It was Latin and he said that reinforcements were coming." Duke answered, using Chiefs communication device to tell everyone. "We should either get out of here or quickly finish these off before more of them shows up." The Spartans all sheered a look before nodding and sprung from their cover.

"Ixix cover us! We'll get rid of the rest of them." Chief shouted back at the Kig-Yar ranger. Ixix nodded and yelled some orders at his remaining men that Chief didn't hear over the sounds of plasma and antimatter fire flying past his head.

The imperials were rather surprised at the Spartans sudden charge but fired at them with all they got. The suppressing fire from the Kig-Yars proved to be a life saver for the Spartans as it preventing many Hastaties from firing their powerful weapons. The first Spartan to reach the imperials was none other than Ashley, Reach teams CQC specialist. Quick on her feet as she was she dodge what fire were thrown at her and with a smooth motion she grabbed hold of the machete and chopped the head off of the first Hastati she could find. Blood splayed everywhere bathing the green with black strips armored female Spartan before she rushed forward again with a bloodthirsty roar. The Hastaties positions were quickly breached not standing a chance against the physically stronger Spartans. The imperials held out for a moment or two more but in the end the Principes, their leader, called for a retreat. The imperials broke off their attack and fled down the corridor opposite to the Kig-Yars position. The Kig-Yar cheered at the sight of the enemy fleeing and came out of their cover to check on their wounded.

Ashley, covered in blood, stopped in front of the entrance to the corridor and watched as the last of the imperials turned a corner further down. She let out a sign and kicked lightly to a Hastati that she judged still could be alive but was proven wrong.

"Should we go after them sir?" She asked Tay as she turned her back on the corridor and looked at the gather Kig-Yars and Spartans. Tay looked up from a dead Hastati he had been examining and shook his head. Chief straightened himself to his full height after Duke had requested to try to hack one of the Hastaties armors.

"No. We need to get a move on and get the supplies We need. Chief Julia and Lucas you three g…" A Loud Scream came from Ashley. Everyone turned towards Ashley with their weapons ready to gun down any imperials but to their surprise it was not Hastaties coming out of the corridor but a thick metallic tentacle with three razor sharp claws at the end. Held in its claws was Ashley. She was slowly being lifted into the air while the owner of the tentacle emerged from the corridor. A large octopus-like machine the size of a Warthog came out into the hall. How no one had heard it closing in on them without any of them noticing was everyone's question. The dark machine with glowing lines of teal stared at Ashley for a short time before it out an ear shattering scream and began to crush the female Spartan. Ashley's power armor began to dent and Ashley screamed in pain as her bones give under for the pressure and break. Alex, the one who recovered from the machines scream first grabbed his Concussion Rifle and Fired at the machine. An energy shield flared as the shots struck it and the machine stopped trying to crush Ashley and looked at the others gathered in the hall until it spotted Nikolay and his explosive rounded rifle and then it screamed again and flung Ashley at him, like she was a sack of stones. Nikolay caught Ashley from the air but the sheer force from the throw made him loose his balance and landed on his rump. Nikolay barely got time to recover before the large machine rushed at him, its six clawed tentacles ready to rip him and Ashley to shreds.

Luckily for them both Chief and Tay came to their rescue just in time and smashed shoulders first into the enraged machine, pushing it away from the two helpless Spartans. The Kig-Yar and the rest of the Spartans opened fire at the machine, its strong shields flaring up but showing no sign of breaking for the time being. It screamed in rage, swinging its tentacle left and right to try and hit its enemies. An unlucky Kig-yar were impaled through the chest and then used as a projectile against its kin. The hall was filled with chaos as the machine tried to kill everyone but mostly only got a Kig-Yar now and then. Its shields started to flare red and let out another loud scream of rage, this time two gatling gun like weapons appeared at the front of its 'face' and beams of concentrated energy were flung at everything and everyone in the hall.

Chief threw himself to the floor as a volley of energy beams raced over him, two more Kig-Yars falling dead with numerous burning hold everywhere on their mutilated bodies. Chief grabbed his last plasma grenade threw it at the machine while it was focused at Tay and Lucas. The grenade was glued to the machine and the sound of the grenade charging up could be heard throughout the hall before it exploded, the shield finally dropping and the metallic layers melting from the intense heat. The machine screamed in pain but it was short lived as everyone still alive fired at it at once, the plasma fire quickly cutting away the layers of metal and into its interior. The Machine dropped to the floor, dead. Everyone slowly rose from their cover Julia checking up on Ashley that had been out cold ever since the machine had started crushing her.

"Should we expect something more horrifying than that thing?" Lucas asked as he gave it half a dozen more shot with his energy canon to be crystal clear that it was truly dead before turning to Julia and the unconscious Ashley. "And how is she? Is she alright?" Julia nodded and with some help from her husband she got the unconscious Spartan up onto her shoulders.

"She's out cold but what I can tell she should be fine. Maybe a few dented ribs at most." Answered Julia While she tried to find a better position for Ashley on her shoulders to maximize whatever comfort she could get for both of them.

"That's good to hear." Tay let out a relived sigh and looked to the Ixix. The Kig-Yar ranger were in the middle of tying a bandage on one of his warriors who had a nasty cut on his right upper arm where one of the machines claws had cut deep into the flesh and muscles, the arm would mostly likely have to be amputated. "Ixix we all need to get out of here before more shows up but our ship still needs supplies." Ixix nodded his head.

"I agreed demon. You can probably find most of what seek that way" Ixix pointed at a corridor opposite of there the Spartans had come from. The Spartans nodded their thanks and headed down the corridor. Ixix and his remaining troops ran down the hallway to there their civilians were, hoping to get out of here alive without more casualties.

Just as Ixix had told them they soon stumbled upon a section of storage room filled with supplies, there were even a few weapons scattered throughout the many storage rooms. The Spartans took what they could carry, mostly stuff like food, medicine and weapons and armor and hightailed back to the Phantom and loaded everything onboard. They had been the last ones to return and the Sangheilies were more than glad to get out of here after many of them had crossed path with imperial troops or their deadly droids.

The phantom took off and traveled the short distance between the _Justices Shadow_ and the asteroid base docking just before a wing of imperial Starfighters engaged it. Plasma fire from the ships canons light up around it as it tried to fend off the fast fighters that tried to break through its energy shield. The fighters soon realized that their attacks were ineffective against the powerful shield the _Justices Shadow_ and pulled back when an imperial Loyalty-Class Light Cruiser made its way through the asteroids and engage the corvette. The separatists fired up the engines at full power, not wanting to try and fight the small cruiser that was nearly as big as them and had at least half a dozen other ships of them same class soon backing it up, and fled. The _Justices Shadow _rushed as fast as it could through the many asteroids, dodging incoming antimatter fire from the light cruisers frontal heavy canon as it pursued it. Asteroids big and small were blown apart around the corvette, tiny rocks banging into the energy shield. Two squadrons of fighters and a trio of bombers launched from the imperial cruiser and quickly closed the distance between _Justices Shadow_ and the cruiser. The fighter could, like before, do little to the shield but the bombers hit with such impact that it was starting show signs of weakening. The blows from the big antimatter blasts from bombers shook the ship violently, making it hard to stand upright. The corvette finally cleared the field and activated their slipspace drive soon as they could, disappearing from the star system. The light cruiser, now with its pray gone, turned around to rejoin its fleet. Why it didn't pursue, even when they already were figuring out its course, was very simple. They were ordered not to from the high ups.

Meanwhile on the bridge of an imperial Devoted-Class Heavy cruiser, a three kilometer long ship and the flagship of this fleet, stood a rear admiral and studied a hologram of battlefield. His fleet had not destroyed the Kig-Yar entirely. Remnants of their forces were still present and fighting with a great fire to defend their home but nonetheless the imperials had won. The raid had been a great success, of course a few ships had been lost but nothing to critical, and they had completed their real mission here so all there was left to do was call back the fleet and head home to base. Speaking of the real mission a heavily encrypted call came in. Already having the code to the encryption the rear admiral opened for the call. The hologram of the battlefield transformed into the head and shoulders of a Sangheili.

"Greetings admiral, the mission was a success and you have my thanks for you and your fleets assistance in the matter." The Sangheili said. The rear admiral nodded his head in respect.

"It was an honor working with you, my lord." The rear admiral studied the facial expressions of the Sangheili, a question pushing its way out of his mouth. "If I may, my lord, how's it like being one of them?" The Sangheili stared at him for a short moment before the head of the Sangheili fell apart and morphed it a black hooded humans. "Weird and quite difficult." The Black Phoenix Assassin said. "But I'm still learning from this." A Sangheili hand came into view with a tiny cube between the thumb and index finger. The rear admiral could just barely spot what looked like the head of the Sangheili inside the cube the Black Phoenix had before he transformed.

"I'll be out of contact for the coming time but I'll gather as much information about this ship, the _Justices Shadow_ if I'm not mistaken, and its mission." Rear admiral nodded and bid his goodbye. The Black Phoenix hid away the communication device and transformed hishead back into the Sangheilis, the shadow of a creepy smile on his face when he walked out of the small dark room and into a hallway on the _Justices Shadow_. It was time to gather information.


End file.
